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TESTIMONIES 

OF 

A U T H O R S, 

Concerning his GRACE, and his Writings 

EarJ of RoscoMMOK, Effh on Tranflated Verfe. 

HAPPY that Author! whofe corrca • Effiy 
Repairs fo well our old Horatian waj. 

Drydsn, Ahfaloro and Achitophel. 
Sharp-judging Adriel, the mufes friend, 
Himfelf a roufe — In Sanhedrim's deban^ 
True to his prince, but not a (lave of date, 

Drtdkk, Verfii to Ldri RoscoMMOir. 
How will fweet Ovid's ghoft be pleas'd to hear 
His &nae augmented by an Englim peer ? 
Now he embellifhes his Helen's loves, 
Outdoes his foftnefs, and his feafe improves! 

Drtdbn, Vrtfact to Virgil's Aeneis. 

" Your Eflay on Poetry, which was publiflied without a 
** name, and of which I was not honour'd with the confi^ 
** dence, I read over and over, with much delight, and as 
'* much infirudion; and, without flattering you, or making 
** royfelf more moral than I am, not without fome envy. I 
^' was loth to be informed how an Epic Poem fliould be writ- 
" ten, or how a Tragedy Hiould be contrived and managed, 
** in better verfe, and with more judgment, than I could teach 
** others. 

" I gave the unknown Author his due commendation, I 
" muft confefs i but who can anfwcr for me, and for the reft 
*' of the Poets who heard me read the Poem, whcthei we 
'* ihould not have been better pleafed, to have feen our own 
^' names at the bottom of the Title-page? Perhaps we com* 

• EJfay on Poetry, 
a2 
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•* mended it the more, that we might fcem to be above the 
** cenfure, &c." 

Dryden, Ibid, 

" This is but doing jufticc to my country; part of which 
•* honour will rcfleft on your LorJfhip ; whofe thoughts arc 
** always juft, your numbers harmonious, your words cho- 

fen, your cxpreffions ftrong and manly, your vcrfe flow- 
** ing, and your turns as happy as they are cafy. If you 
** would fct us more copies, your example would make all 
'* precepts needlefs. In the noean time, that little you have 
** writ is owned, and that particularly by the poets (who arc 
** a nation not ovcr-lavi(h of praife to their contemporaries) 
*^ as a particular ornament to our language : but the fweet- 
*' eil encnces are always confined in the fmalleft glailcs.'^ 

Dryden, Dedication to Aurengezeb. 
How great and manly in your Lordfhip, is your contempt 
of popular applaufe; and your retired virtue, which fhines 
only to a few; witlswhom you live fo cafily and freely, that 
you make it evident, you have a foul which is capable of all 
the tendcrnefs of fiiendftiip, and that you only retire your- 
felf from thole, who arc not capable of returning it ! Your 
kindnefs, where you have once plac'd it, is inviolable : and 
'tis to that only I attribute my happinefs in your love. This 
makes me more eaHly forfake an argument, on which I could 
otherwife delight to dwell : I mean your judgment in your 
choice of friends ; becaufe I have the honour to be one. Af- 
ter which, I am fure you will nwrc eafily permit me to be fi- 
Icnt, in the care you have taken of my fortune; which you 
J>ave refcu'd, not only from the power of others, but from my 
-worfl of enemies, my own modcfty and lazincfs. Which favour, 
liad it been employed on a more deferving fubjc£l, had been 
an effect of juitice in your nature; but as placed on me, is 
only charity. Yet withal, 'tis conferred on fuch a man, as 
prefers your kindncfs itfelf, before any of its confcquenccs ; 
and who values, as the grcateft of your favours, thofe of your 
love, and of your converfation. From this conftancy to your 
friends, I might reafonably afTume, that your refentmcnts 
-would be as itrong and lalting, if they were not retrained 
by a nobler principle of good-nature and gencrofity. For cer- 
tainly, 'tis tlie fanne cojnpofition of mind, the fame refolutioi^ 
^ courage, which pcKjkcs the greateit friendihips, and thfs 
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gr«ateft enmities. To this firmnels in til your aSions (tho' 
you are wanting in no other ornaments of mind and bodj»r 
jet to this) I principally afcribcthe intereft your merits have 
acquir*d.you in the Royal Family. A prince, who if con- 
Ibnt to hirafeif, and fteady in all his undertakings; one villi 
ivhom the charader of Hoeaci will agree, 

" Si fra£his illabatur orbis, 
** Impavidum ferient ruinae," 

Such a one cannot but place an cftecm, and rapoCe ft eonfi* 
dence on him, whom no adverfity, no change ctf courts, no 
bribery of intereft, or cabal of famous, or advantages of lor« 
time, can remove from the folid foundations of honour and 
fdelity. 

" Ille meos, primus qui me (ibi junxit, amores 
*' Abfiullt, ille habcat fecum, fervetque fepulcro." 

How well your Lordlkip will dcferve that praife, I need oo 
infpiration to foretel. You have already left no room for pm* 
phecy: Your early undertakings have been fuch, in the fer* 
vice of your king and country, when you oficr'd yourfelf to 
the moft dangerous employment, that of the fea: when you 
chofe to abandon thofe delights, to which your youth and 
fortune did invite you, to undergo the hazards, and, which 
was worfe, the company of common li»men ; that you have 
made it evident, you will refufc no opportunity of rendring 
yourfelf ufeful to the nation, when either your courage oc 
jcondud (hall be required. 

Bifliop BuKNET, Preface to Sir T. More's Utopia. 
OvR language is now certainly properer and more natural 
than it was formerly, chiefly (ince the correQion that was gi- 
ven by the Rehearfal: and it is to be hoped that the Eflaj 
on Poetry, which may be well.matchM with the bed pieces 
of its kind that even Augustus's age produced, will have a 
more powerful operation ; if clear fenfe, joined with home, 
but gentle reproofs, can work noore on our writers, than that 
unmerciful ezpoilng qf 'em has done. 

Addison, SpeBator^ N ° 2 5" 3. 
We have three Poenos in our tongue, which are of the fame 
nature, and each of them a mailer- piece in its kind : the £fT 



fay on Tnnflated Vcrfc, the Eflay on Poetry, and the Eflay 
on Criticifm. 

Lord Lahsdoww, Ejp^ m XJmiaturdl FRghtSy &c, 
HoscoMMON firft, then Mulgraye rore, like light, 
To clear our darknefs, and to guide our flight: 
"With Aeady judgment, and in lofty founds, 
They gave us patterns, and they fet us bounds. 
The Stagy RITE and Horace laid adde, 
loform'd by them we need no foreign guide : 
Who feck from Poetry a lading name, 
May from their Icilbns learn the road to fame. 

Prior, Alma, Qmt. 2, 
Happy the poet ! blcft the lays \ 
Which Buckingham has deign'd to praifc. 

Garth, Dtfpenfary. 
Nbw Tybcr's dreams no courtly Gaixus fee, 
But fmiling Thames enjoys his Normansy. 

Pope, Ejfay on Critkijm, 
Yet fomc there were among the founder few, 
Of thofe who lefs prefum'd, and better knew. 
Who durftadcrt the jufter ancient caufe. 
And here reftor*d Wit*s fundamental laws. 
Such was the roufe, whofe rules and practice tell, 
** Nature's chief Mafter-piece is writing well." 

Pope, MifieUames* 
Mufe, 'tis enough, at length thy labour ends: 
And thou fhaltlive; for Buckingham commends. 
Let erowds of criticks now my verfe aflail, 
jjct D — s write, and namelefs numbers rail. 
This more than pays whole years of thaoklefs p^in, 
Time, health, and fortune, are not lofl in vain : 
Shbppicld approves; confenting Phoebus bends; 
And I and malice from this hour arc friends. 
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DEATH. 



In imitation of the French, 



THE 

TEMPLEofDEATH. 



IN thofe cold climated, where the Sunappetrt 
Unwillingly^ and hides his face in tears; 
A difmal vale lies in a delart ifle^ 
On which indulgent Heav'n did never (mile. 
There a thick grove of aged Cyprefs trees. 
Which none without an awful horror fees. 
Into its wither'd arms, deprivM of leaves. 
Whole flocks of ill prefaging birds receives. 
Poifons are all the plants that foil will bear. 
And Winter is the only feafon there» 
Millions of graves o'erfpread thefpacious field, 
Ahi fprings of blood a thouiand rivers yield; 
Whofe dreams, opprefs*d with carcailes and bones, 
Inftead of gentle murmurs, pour forth groans. 

Within this vale a famous temple (lands. 
Old as the world itfelf^ which it commands; 
Round is its figure ; and four iron gates 
Divide Mankind, by order of the Fates. 
Thither, in crouds, come to one common grave 
The young, the old, the Monarchy and the Have. 
Old age and pains, thofe evils man deplores, 
Are rigid keepers of th' eternal doors ; 
All clad in mournful blacks, which fadly load 
The facred walls of this obfcure abode : 
And tapers, of a pitchy fubftance made, 
With doads of fmoke tncreafe the difmal (hade. 
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4 fHETEMPLE 

A monfler void of reafon and offight. 
The Goddcfs is, whofways this realm of night i 
Her pow'r extends o'er all things that have brea^h^ 
A cruel tyrant, and her name is Death. 
The faireft objeft of our wond'ringeyes 
Was newly offer 'd up her facrifice; 
Th' adjoining places where the altar (lood. 
Yet bluftiing with the fair Alm e&ia's blood. 
Whengriev'dORONTEs, whofe unhappy flame 
Is known to all who. e'er converfe with fame^ 
His mind poffefs'd by fury and defpair^ 
Within th^ facred temple made this prayer: 

Great Deity I who in thy hands do'ft bear 
That iron fceptre which poor mortals fear; 
Who, wanting eyes thyfelf, refpefteft none. 
And neither fpar'fl the laurel, nor the crown ! 
O thouy whom all mankind in vain withfland, 
Each of whofe blood mu(l one day (lain thy hand ! 
O thou, who ev'ry eye that fees the light, 
Clofeft forever in the fhades of night ! 
Goddefs^ attend, and hearken to my grief. 
To which thy pow'r alone can give relief. 
Alas ! I ask not to defer my fate, 
But wifh my haplefs life a (horter date; 
And that the earth would in its bowels hide 
A wretch, whom Heav'n invades op ev'ry fide : 
That froqi the fight of day I could remove. 
And might have nothing left me but my love 

Thou on ly comforter of minds opprefs'd ; 
The port where wcary'd fpirits are at reft; 
Condu^or to.Elyfiuro, take my life; 
My breaft I offer to thy ikcrcd kaiff : 



' OF DEATH. 
So joft t grtce lefore not, nor defpife . 
A willing, tho* a wonhlefi (acrifice. 
Odiers (their frail and mortal ftatefiirgot) 
Before thy altars, are not to be brought 
Without conftraint ; the notfe of dying rage. 
Heaps of the (lain of ev'ry fesand age. 
The blade all reeking in the gore it (bed, 
With fever d beads and arms confat'dly (pread ; 
The rapid flames of a perpetual fire. 
The groans of wretches ready to expire: 
This tragick (bene in terror makes them live. 
Till that isforcMy which they (hould freely give; 
Yielding unwillingly what Heav'n will have. 
Their fears eclipfe die glory of their grave: 
Before thy face they make indecent moan, 
And feel a hundred deaths in fi^aring one : 
Thy flame becomes unhallow'd in thdr breaft. 
And he a murderer, who was a Prieft. 
Bat againft me thy ftrongeft forces call, 
. And on my head let all the tempeft £ill ; 
No mean retreat (hall any weaknefs (how. 
But calmly I'll expert the fatal blow ; 
My limbs not trembling, in my mind no fear 
Plaints in my mouth, nor in my eyes a tear. 
Think not that time, our wonted fure relief, 
That univerfal cure for ev'ry grief. 
Whole aid fo many lovers oft have found, 
With like fuccefs can ever heal my wound : 
Too weak the pow'r of nature, or of art. 
Nothing but death can eafe a broken heart. 
And that thou may'ft behold my helplefs date, 
Learn the extreamefl rigour of my fiite. 
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Amtdft th* idoamerable beauteous train, 
l^tris, the queen of cities, does contain, 
(The (aired town, the largeft, and the bed) 
The fair A lm e a i a fhin'd above the reft. 
From her bright eyes to feel a hopelefs flame^ 
Was of our youth the moil ambitious aim ; 
Her chains were maiiis of honour to the brave, 
She made a prince whene'er (he made a (lave. 
Love, under whole tytannick pow*r I groan, 
ShewM me this beauty eVf 'twas fully blown ; 
Her tim'rous charms, and her unpradis'd look^ 
Their firft aflurance from my conqueft took ; 
By wounding me (he learn 'd the &tal art. 
And the firft (igh (he had was from my heart : 
My eyes with tears raoiftning her fnowy arms, 
Rendered the tribute owing to her charms. 
But, as 1 fooncft of all mortals paid 
My vows, and to her beauty altars made; 
So, among all thofe (laves that (igh'd in vain. 
She thought me only worthy of my chain. 
Love's heavy burden my (ubmifEve heart 
Endur'd not long, before (he bore her part; 
My vi'olent flame mdted her frozen breaft, 
And in (oft (ighs her pity (heexprefs'd; 
Her gentle voice allay'd my raging pains^ 
And her fair hands fuftain'd me in my chains : 
Ev'n tears of pity waited on my moan. 
And tender looks were cafton me alone^ 
My hopes and dangers were lefs mine than hers, 
Thofe fiU'd her foul with joys, and thefe with fcar^: 
Our hearts, united, had the fame defires, 
And both alike burn'd with impatient fires* 
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Too fiuthfni Manorf I I give thee leave 
Thy wrctchedmafter kindly to deceiYe; 
Oh, make rae not pofleflorof her cbarms. 
Let me not find her knguifliui my arms ; 
Paft jpys are now my fimcy't nKmmful themes ; 
Make all my happy nighu appear hot dreams: 
Letnot fudi blifs hefere my eyes be brought; 
hide thofe (cenes from my tormenting tbougbt; 
And id their place difdainfol beauty fliow; 
If thon wonld'ft not be croel, make herib : 
Andf fomething to abate my deep deipair, 

letiier feem lefs gentle, or left fidr* 
But I in vain fl a tter m y wounded mind; 
Never was nymph (b lovely, or fb kind i 
No cold repnlTes my defires (appre(s*d ; 
Ifeldom figh'd, but on Almb&i a*s bceaft: 
Of all the pailions which mankind deftroyy 

1 only felt excefs of love and joy : 
Unnamber!d pleafures charm'd ray -ienfe, and they 
V/ere, as my love, without the leaft alky. 

As pure, alas I but not fo fure to laft. 
For, like a pkafing dream, they all are pad. 
From Heav'n her beauties like fierce lightniqgs came^ 
Which break thro' darkneft with a glorious flame; 
A while they fliine, a while our nunds amaze. 
Our wondring eyes are dazled with the blaze ; 
But thunder follows, whoie refiftlefs rag^ 
None can unthftand, and nothing can afluage ; 
And all that light which thofe bright flaflies gave. 
Serve* only to condud us to our grave* 

When I had juftb^un love's joys to tafte, 
( Tboic full rewards fw fears and dangert pa^) 
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A fever (eiz'd her, And to nothing brought 
The ricbefl work that ever Nature wrought* 
All things below, alas! uncertain ftand^ 
The firmed rocks are fix'd upon the fand t 
Under this law both Kings and kingdoma bend. 
And no beginning is^withoutan end. 
A facrifice to T'vxiCy Fate dboms us aO, 
And at die Tyrant's feet we daily fall : • 
Time, whole bold hand will bring alike to duft 
Mankind, and temples too in which they truft. 

Her wafted fptrits now begin to faint. 
Yet patience ties her tongue from all complaint. 
And in her heart as in a iart remains ; 
But yields at faft to her refiftlef&'pains. 
Thus while the fever, fin'rous of his pvey. 
Through all her vdni makea his delightful way. 
Her fate's like Seme^l s'iB ; the flames deftroy 
That beauty they too eagerly enjoy. 
Her charming face is in its fpring decayed, . . 
Pale grow the rofei, and the lilies fade; 
Her skin has loft that Inftre which furpjifs'd 
The Sun's, and well deferv'd as long to lafi : 
Her ^es, which us'd to pierce the hardeft hearts. 
Ate now difarm'd of all their flames and darts; 
Thofe ftars now heavily and flowly move; 
And (icknefs triumphs in the throne of love. 
The fever ev'ry moment more prevails, 
Its rage her body feels, and tongue bewails : 
She, whole difdain fo many lovers prove, 
Siglis pow for torment, as they (igh for love, 
And with loud cries, which rend theneighb'ringair, 
M/ounds my iy hearty and wakena my detain 
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Both men «id Gods I chtrge now with my lofs^ 
And, wild with grief, my thoaghts each other croft ; 
My heart and tongtie laboar in both extreme s. 
This fends up humble prayers, while that blafphemesr 
I ask their help, whofe malice I defy. 
And mingle facrilege wich ptety. 
But, that which muft yet more perplex my mind. 
To love her truly, I muft Icem unkind : 
So unconcern'd a face my (brrow wears, 
I muft rcffarain unruly floods of tears. 
My eyes and tongue put on didembling forms, 
I (hew a calmnefs in the midft of ftorms ; 
I feem to hope when all my hopes are gone, 
And almod dead with grief, difcover none. 
Bat who can long deceive a loving eye, 
Or with dry eyes behold his miftrefs die ? 
When Paffion had with all its terrors brought 
Th' approaching danger nearer to my thought. 
Off on a fudden fell theforc'd difguife, 
And (hew'd a (ighing heart in weeping eyes: 
My apprehenfions, now no more coniin'd, 
Expos'dmy forrows, and betray'd my mind. 
The Fair affifled foon perceives my tears, 
Explains my fighs, and thence concludes my fears : 
With fad prefagesof herhopelefs cafe. 
She reads her fate in my dejedted &ce ; 
Then feels my torment, and negledts her own. 
While I am fenfible of hers alone; 
Each does the other's burthen kindly bear, 
I fear her death, and (he bewails my fear : 
Tho' thus we fuffer under fortune's darts, 
'Tis only thde of lore which reach our hearts. 

B 
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Mean while the fever mocks at all our fears^ 
Grows by our fighs, and rages at our tears: 
Thofe vain efieds of our as vain defire, 
Like wind and oil, increafe the fatal fire. 

Almer I A then, feeling thedeftinies 
About to (hut her lips, and clofe her eyes ; 
Weeping, in mine fix'd her fair trembling hand^ 
And with the(e words I fcarce could underftand, 
Htt-paflion in a dying voice exprefs'd 
Half, and her fighs, alas ! made out the reft. 

'Tis pad ; this pang-^Nature gives o'er the ftrifc ; 
Thou mud thy miftrefs lofe^ and I my life. 
I die ; but dying thine, the Fates may prove 
Their conqueft over me, but not my love : 
Thy memory, my glory, and my pain. 
In fpite of death itfelf, (hall (lill remain. 
Deareft Orontes, my hard fate denies, 
That hope is the laft thing which in us dies : 
From my griev'd breaft all thofe foft thoughts are fled, 
And love furvives it, tho' my hope is dead ; 
I yield my life, but keep my pa(rion yet, 
Andean all thoughts, but of Orontes, quit; 
My flame increafes as my (Irength decays ; 
Death, which puts out the light, the heat will raife: 
That (lill remains, tho' I from hence remove ; 
I lofe my lover, but I keep my love. 

The figh which fent forth that lafl; tender word, 
Up tow'rds the Heav'n's like a bright meteor foar'd } 
And the kind nymph, not yet bereft of charms, 
Fell cold and breathlefs in her lover's arms. 

Goddefs, who now my fate had underdood. 
Spare but my tears, and fireely take my blood : 
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Here let me end the ftory of my cares ; 
My difmal grief enough the reft declares. 
Judge thou by all this roifery difplay'd, 
Whether 1 ought not to implore thy aid : 
Thus to furvive, reproaches on me draws; 
Never fad wifhcs had (b juft a caufe. 

Come then, my only hope ; in ev'ry pbcc 
Thou vifiteft, men tremble at thy face, 
And fear thy name : once let thy fatal hand 
Fall on a (wain that does the blow demand, 
Vouchfafe thy dart; I need notoneof thofe^ 
With which thou doft unwilling Kings depofe; 
A welcome death the flighted wound can bring. 
And free a foul already on her wing. 
Without thy aid, mod miferable I 
Mufl ever wi(h; yet not obtain to die. 



»? 



O D E on L O V E. 



LE T others fongs or fatires write, 
Provok'd by Vanity or ^pite ; 
My mufe a nobler caufe (hall move, 
To found aloud the praife of Love : 

That gentle, yet reiiftlefs beat, 
Which raifes man to all things good and great : 
While other paflions of the mind 
To low brutality debafe mankind, 
By love we are above ourielves refin'd. 
Oh Love, thou trance Divine ! in which the foul, 
Undogg'd with worldly cares^ may range without 

controul ; 
And foaring to her Heav'n, from thence inJpir'd can 

teach 
High myileries, above poor Reafon's feeble reach. 

IL 

To weak old age Prudence fome aid may prove, -^ 
And curb thofe appetites that faintly move ; / 

But wild, impetuous youth is tam'd by nothing T 
lefs than love. 3 

of men too rough for peace, too rude for arts. 
Love's pow'r can penetrate the hardefl hearts ; 
And through the clofeft pores a pafHige find, 
Like that of light, to ftiine all o'er the mind. 
The want of love does both extremes produce.; 
Maids are too nice, and men as much too loofe ; 
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While equal good an am'root coaple fiad^ 
She makes htm conftant^and be makes her kind. 
New channs in vaio a lover's faith would piovt f 
Hermits or bed-rid men they'll (boner iix>vc : 
The fair inveigler will bat fadly find. 
There's ao fuch eunuch as a man in love* 
But when by his chafte nymph embrac'd^ 
(For love makes all embraces chafle) 
Then the traniported creature can 
Do wondersy.and is more than man. 
Both Heav'n and earth would our defires confine; ^ 
But yet in vain both Heav'n and earth combine^ r 
Unlefs where love biefles the great defign. ^ 

Hymen makes fad the hand, but love the heart ; 
He the fool'f God, thou Nature's Hymen art; 
Whofe laws once br(^e» we are not held bj Ibrcen 
But the falie breach itfelf is a divorce. 



in. 



For love the mifer will his gold defpifcy 
The falfe grow faithfuly and the foolifh wife; 
Cautious the youngs and coroplaifant the oldj 
The cruel gentle, and the coward bold. 
Thou glorious Sun within our fouls, 
Whofe influence fo much controuls; 
Ev'ndull and heavy lumps oflove, 
Quicken'd by thee, more lively move ; 
And if their heads but any fubdance hold. 
Love ripens all that drofs into the pared gold. 

In Heav'n's great work thy part is fuch| 
That ma(ler4ike thou giv'ft the lafl great touch 
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To Hetv'n'sown maOer- piece of man ; 
And finiflieft what natare but began : 
Thy happy ftrokecan into (bftnefs bring 

Reafbn, chat rough and wrangling thing. 

From childhood upwards we decay. 
And grow but greater children ev'ry day: 
So, Reafon, how can we be (aid to rife f 
So many cares attend the being wife, 
'Tis rather felling down a precipice. 
From Senfe to Reafen nnimprov'd we move ; 
We only then advance, when Reafbn tarns to Love 



IV. 



Thon reigned o*er onr earthly Gods ; 
Uncrown*d by thee, their other crowns are loads; 
One beauty's fmile their meaneft courtier brings 
Rather to pity than to envy Kings ; 
His fellow flaves he takes them now to be, 
Favoured by love perhaps much lefs than lie. 

For love, the dmVous bafhfui maid 
Of nothing but denying is afraid; 

For love (he overcomes her (hame, 
Forfakes her fortune, and forgets her fame; 
Yet, if but with a conftant lover Weft, 
Thanks Heav'n for that, and never minds the reft. 



V. 



liove is the (alt oflife ; a higher tafte 

It gives to pleafurC; and then makes it laft. 
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Thofe flighted fiivours which cold nymphs diipenie^ 

Mere common counters of the (enicy 
Defe^ive both in mettle and in meafarei 
A lover's fancy coins intoatreafure. 
How vaftdie fubjed ! what a boundlefs (lore 
Of bright ideas, fhiningall before 
The mules fig^t, forbids roe to give o'er ! 
But the kind God excites us various ways^ 
And now I find him all my ardor raife^ 
His precepts to perform, as well as praife. 



ELEGY 



T O T H E 



DUTCHESS of R- 



THOU lovely flave to a rude husband's will. 
By Kature us'd fo well, by him fo ill ! 
For all that grief we fee your mind endure, 
Yoarglafs prefents you with apleafingcure. 
Thole maids you envy for their happier (late, 
To have your form, would gladly have your fate ; 
And of like flavery each wife complains, 
Without fuch beauty's help to bear her chains. 
Husbands like him we ev'ry- where may fee ; 
But where can we behold a wife like thee ? 
While to a tyrant you by fate are ty'd, 
By love you tyrannize o'er all befide : 
Thofe eyes, tho' weeping, can no pity move ; 
Worthy our grief! more worthy of our love ! 
You, while fo har (do fortune what (he pleafe) 
Can be no more in pain, than we at eafe : 
Unlefs, unfatisfied with all our vows, 
Your vain ambition fo unbounded grows. 
That you repine a husband (hould efcape 
Th* united force of fuch a face and (hape. 
If fo, alas I for all thofe charming pow'rs, 
Your cafe is juft as defperate as ours. 
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Expert that birds fhouldonly Gng to you. 
And, as you walk, that cv'ry tree (hould bow ; 
ExpeA thoie ftatues, as you pafs, (hould burn ; 
And that with wonder men fhoald ftatues turn; 
Such beauty is enough to give things life. 
But not to make a husband love his wife : 
A husband, worie than ftatues, or than trees; 
Colder than thofe, iefs fenfible thati thefe. 
Then firom fb dull a care your thoughts remove^ 
And sirafte not fight you only owe to love. 
'Tis pity, fight from fuchti breaft (hould partj 
Unlefs to ea(e fome doubtful lover's heart; 
Who die* becaa(e he rouft too juftly prize 
What yet^faednll polTeflbr does deipife. 
Thus preciout jewels among Indians grow, 
Who nor their a(e, nor wondrous value know; 
But we forthoie bright treafures tempt the main^ 
And hazard life for what the fools difilain. 
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A LETTER from SEA. 



FAi R E s T^ if ^HK and ab(eace can incline 
Your heart to wand'ring dioughtsno more thai 
mine ; 
Then (hall my hand^ as changeiefs as my mind^ 
From your glad eyes a kindly welcome find ; 
Then, while this note my conftancy alTures, 
You'll be almofl as pleas'd, as I with yours. 
And trufl: me^ when I feel that kind relief, 
Abfence itfelf a while fufpends its grief: 
So may it do with you, but (Iraight return ; 
For it were cruel not fometimes to mourn 
His fate, who this long time he keeps awayy 
Mourns all the night, and fighs out all the day ; 
Grieving yet more, when he reflefls that you 
Mufl not be happy, or mud not be true. 
But fince to me it feems a blacker fate 
To be inconftant, than unfortunate; 
Remember all thofe vows between us paft, 
When I from all I value parted taH; ; 
May you alike with kind impatience burny 
And fomething mifs, till I with joy return ^ 
And foon may pitying Heav'n that blefTing g^ve. 
As in the ho{>es of that alone I live. 
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LOVE'S SLAVERY. 



GRAVE fops my envy now licget^ 
WhQ ilid my pity move ; 
They, by the right of wanting wit. 
Are free from cares of love. 

Turks honour fools, becaoie they are 

By that defrdt fecure 
From flavery and toils of war^ 

Which all the reft endure. 

So I, who fuffer cold negkd 
And wounds frpm CEti A*t eyes^ 

Begin extremely to refpeAx 
Tbefe fools that feem fo wife. 

'Tis true, they fondly fet their heartf 

On things of no delight ; 
To pafs all day for men of parts^ 

They pafs alone the night t 

But Cel I A never breaks their reft ; 

Such fervants (he difdains ; 
And fo the fops are dully bleft, 

While I endure her chains. 
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The D R E A M. 



RE A D Y to throw me >t die leet 
Of that hiir nyiD|ih whom 1 adore. 
Impatient thofe delights to meet, 
AVhich I enjoy'd the night before ; 

By her wonted fcomfiil brow. 
Soon the fond miflake I find ; 

IxioN moum'd his error fo. 

When Juno's form the dovd refigD*d» 

Sleep, to make its charms more priz'd 
Than waking joys, which moft prevail. 

Had cunningly itfeif di(guis*d 
In a fhape that could nQt £u]# 

There my Ce l i a's fnowy arms. 
Breads, and other parts more dear, 

Expofing new and unknown charms. 
To my tranfported foul appear. 

Then you fo much kindnefs fhow. 

My defpair deluded flies ; 
And indulgent dreams beftow 

What your cruelty denies.. 



SONGS ANp VERSES. '^ 

Blulh not that your image love 

Naked to my fancy brought ; 
'lis hard, iiiethink9> td A^fy^jpfojfs 

The joys I feel withop( yopi; feult. 

■ • • • ■ 

Wonder not a fancy'd blifs 

Can fuch griefs as mine remove ; 
That honour as fimtaAicVJy • 

Which makes you flight ibch conftant love. 

The virtue which.ypu value (b> 

Is bot a fancy frail aad vain ; 
Nothing is folid here below> 

£xcept my loye^ and your difdaiq* 
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To one who accoied him of being too 
(enfual in hb Love. 



THINK noty my fiur^ 'dsCnor (hame. 
To blefs the man who (b adores; 
Nor give To hard, unjuft a name. 

To all tbofe favours he implores* 
Beauty is Heav'n's moft bounteous gift efteem'd^ 
Becaufe by (ove men are from vfce redeem*4. 

Yet wiSh not vainly for a love 

From all the force of nature dear; 
Tliat is referv'd for thofe above. 

And 'tis a fault to claim it here. 
For ienfnal joys ye (corn diat we (hould love ye ; 
But love without 'em is as much above ye. 
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The WARNING. 

LOVERS, wlibwafteyoiirthoaghtstiidyoiidi 
In palEon*s fond extremes ; 
tVbo dream of woroent love and truth. 
And doat npoo yom dreamt : 

1 (hoakl not here yoitr bncf take 

From fuch a pleafing (late. 
Were you not fore at laft to vake. 

And find yoor firalttoo kte. 

Then learn betimes, die knre which crowns 

Oar cares, is all hot wiles ; 
Composed of fidfe fimtaftick firowns. 

And foft diflemhling finiles. 

With anger^ wluch (bmedmes they taffij 

They cruel tyrants prove; 
And then turn flatterers again. 

With as afleded love. 

As if fome injury were meant 

To thoie they kindly as*d, 
Thofe lovers are the rooft content. 

That have been (till refus'd. 

Since each has in his bo(bm nurft 

A f$il(e and Owning foe; 
'Tls jud and wi(e, by (Iriking fir(i, 

To 'fcape the fiital blow. 
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To AMORETTA. 



WHE N I held oat againft your eyes, 
You took the fureft courfe 
A heart unwary to furprize^ 
You ne'er could take by force. 

However, tho* I ftrlvc no more. 

The fort will now be priz*d ; 
Which, if furrender'd up before. 

Perhaps had been delpis'd. 

But, gentle Am o RETT A, tho* 

I cgnnot love refift, 
Think not, when you have caught me Co, 

To ufe me as you lift. 

Inconftancy or coldnefs will 

My foolifh heart reclaim : 
Then I come off with honour ftill. 

But you, alas ! with fhame. 

A heart by kindnefs only gainM, 

Will a dear conquefl prove ; 
And, to be kept, mud be maintainM 

At vaft expence of love. 
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The VENTURE. 

OH, how I languifli ! What a ftnmge 
Unruly fierce defire I 
My rpliits feel fome wondroas change. 
My heart is all on fire. 

Now, all ye wifer thoughts^ awiy. 

In vain yoar tale ye tell 
Of patient hopes, and dull delay. 

Love's fbppifh part ; fiurewell, 

Suppoie one week's delay would give 

All that my wifiies move; 
Oh, who (b long a dme can live, 

Stretch'd on the rack of love i 

Her foul perhaps is too fuhlimcy 

To like fuch flavifh fear; 
Difcretion, prudence, all is crime^ 

If once condemn'd by her* 

When honour does the foldier call 

To fome unequal fight, 
Refolv'd to conquer or to £dl. 

Before his gen'ral's fi^t ; 

Advanc'd the happy hero lives ; 

Or if ill fate denies, 
The noble rafhnefs heav'n forgives, 

And glorioufly he dies. 

D 
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Inconftancy Excufed. 

O N G. 



IMuft confefs^ I am untrue 
To Glori ana's eyes; 
But he that's fmil'd upon by you, 
Muft all the world defpife. 

In winter, fires of little worth 

Excite our dull defire ; 
But when the fun breaks kindly forth, 

Thofe fainter flames expire. 

Then blame me not for flighting now 

What I did once adoic; 
Oy do but this one change allow, 

And I can change no more : 

Fixt by your never- fiuling charms. 

Till I with age decay, 
Till languifhing within your arms, 

I figh my foul away. 



SONGS AND VERSES. 37 



O N G. 



OH, conceal that channikig creature 
From my wondring, wiihing eye* 1 
Ev'ry motion, cv'ry feature 

Does fome ravifh'd heart furprize; 
But oh, I fighing, fighing, fee 
The happy fwain I (he ne'er can be 
Falie to him, or kind to sie. 

Yet, if I coald humbly (how her. 
Ah ! how wretched I remain ; 

'Tis not, fure, a thing below.her. 
Still to pity fo much pain. 

The Gods fome plea&re, pleafure take^ 

Happy as themfelves to make 

Thofe who fuffer for their fake. 

Since your hand alone was giv'n 
To a wretch not worth your care ; 

Like fome angel fent from beav*n, 
Come and raife me from defpair ! 

Your heart I cannot, cannot mifs. 

And I defire no other blifs ; 

Let all the world befides be his. 
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DESPAIR. 



AL L hopelefs of relief, 
Incapable of reft. 
In vain I drive to vent a grief 
That's not to be expreft. 

This rage within my veins 

No reaibn can remove; 
Of all die mind's mod cruel pains^ 

The (harped, fure, is loye. 

Yet while I languifh fb. 

And on thee vainly call ; 
Take heed, fair caufe of all my woe^ 

What fate may theebe^l. 

Ungrateful^ cruel faults 

Suit not thy gentle fex ; 
Hereafter, how will guilty thoughts 

Thy tender confcience vex I 

When welcome death (hall bring 

Relief to wretched me. 
My foul enlarged, and once on wingi 
la bade wiU fly to thee. 
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V/hen in thy londy bed. 
My gix>ft its moan (hall make, 

Widi Cukkft fignt that I am doMi, 
And dead for thy dear £d^. 

Struck with that confaoot Uow^ 

Thy very fool will fiart j 
Pale as my fliadow thou wilt grow. 

And cold as is thy heart. 

Too late remorle will then 

Untimely pity (how 
To him, who ql all mortal nea 

Did moft thy value know. 

Yet^ with this broken hear^ 

I wiih thou never be 
Tonnented with the thonlanddi ptf| 

Ofwlia^l&elforthee, 
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On Apprehenfion of lofii^ what he bad 
ncwfy gained. 

la Imttatioa of O V ID. 



SURE I of all men am the firft 
That ever was hj kindnefi csrft^ 
AVho mufl: my only blifs bcaxMn, 
And am by happinefs midone. 

Had I atdiftance only fcen 
That lovely ^ice^ I mig^it have been 
With the delightfid objeapleas'd^ 
Bat not with all this pafGon feiz'd* 

When afterwards (b near I came. 
As to be fcorch^d in beauty's flame ; 
To fo mach fdftnefs, fo mach fenfe, 
Reafbn itfelf made no defence. 

What pleafing thoughts poflefs'd my mind 
When little favours (hew'dyou kind 1 
And tho*, when coldnefs oft prevaiPd, 
My heart would fink, and fpirits fail*d. 
Yet willingly the yoke I bore, 
And all your chains as bracelets wore i 
M yourlovM feet all day would lie, 
Pefiring^ without knowing why ; 
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toTy not yet bleft within yoor arms^ 

Who could have thoug^it ofhalf your channs t 

Charms of fuch a wondrous kind, 

Words we caA^ot, mnft not fiiidj 

A body worthy of yoarmind : 

Fancy could ne'er (b high refled. 

Nor love icielf (bch joys exped. 

After fuch embraces paft. 
Whole memory will ever laft^ 
Love is dill refleding back : 
All my (bal is on a rack : 
To be in hell's Efficient carle. 
Bat to fall from heaven is worfc. 
1 livM in grief ere this I knew. 
But then I dwelt in dnknefs too. 
Of gains, alas ! I could not boaft ; 
But little thought how much I loft. 

Now heart-devouring eagemcfty 
And (harp impatience to poflMi ; 
Now refUefs cares, confuming firea. 
Anxious thoughts, and fierce deiiresy 
Tear my heart to that degree. 
Forever fix'd on only thee: 
Then all my comfort is, I fbill 
Live in thy arms, or not at all. 
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The Recondlementt 



O N 



COME, let us now relblve at laft 
To live and love in quiet ^ 
We'll tie the knot To very faft. 
That time fliall ne'er untie it4 

The trueft joys they feldom prove^ 

Who free from quarrels Hve ; 
*Tis the moft tender part of love^ 
Each other to foi]^ve. 

When lead I feem'd conoern'd, I took 

No pleafure, nor no reft ; 
And when I frign'd an angry look, 

Alas! IlovMyouhcft. 

Own bat the fame to me, youll find 
How bleft will be our fate ; 

Oh, to be happy, to bekind. 
Sure, never is too late. 
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O N G. 



FR OM all uneafy paflions free, 
Revenge, ambition, jealouiy. 
Contented I had been too blefl^ 
If love and you had let me reft. 
Yet that dull life I now defpife; 

Safe from your eyes, 
I fear'd no griefs^ but then I found no joyi* 

Amidft a thoufand kind dc£res, 
Which beauty moves, and love inipirei ; 
Such pangs I feel of tender &ar, 
No heart fb foft as mine can bear. 
Yet I'll defy the worft of harms : 

Such are your charms^ 
'Tis worth a life to die within your arms. 
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To a Coquet Beauty. 

FROM wars and plagues come no fuch harms^ 
As from a nymph (b full of charms ; 
So much fweetnefs in her face^ 
In her motions fuch a grace. 
In her kind inviting eyes 
Such a foft enchantment lies ; 
That we pleafe ourfelves too fbon^ 
And are with empty hopes undone.. 

After all her foftnefs, we 
Are but (laves, while (he is free ; 
Free, alas> ! from all deCre, 
Except to (et the world on (ire. 

Thou, &ir di(rembler, dod but thus 
Deceive thy(elf, as well as us. 
Like a reftlefs monarch, thou 
Would'ft rather force mankind to bow. 
And venture round the world to roam. 
Than govern peaceably at home. 
But trud me, Celia, truft me, when 
Apollo's felf infpires my pen; 
One hour of love's delights outweighs 
Whole years of univerfal prai(e; 
And one adorer, kindly us'd, 
Gives truer joys than crouds refus'd. 

For what does youth and beauty fervc ? 
Why more than all your fex deferve? 
'Why fuch foft alluring arts 
To charm our eyes, and melt our hearts ? 
By our lofs you nothing gain : 
Unlefs you love, you pleafe in vain. 
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The RELAPSE. 



LIKE children in a ftarry night, 
When I beheld thofe eyes before, 
I gaz'd with wonder and delight, 
Infeniible of all their pow'r. 

I play'd about the flame fo long. 
At lad I felt the fcorching fire ; 

My hopes were weak, my paflion (Irong, 
And I lay dying with dCefire. 

By all the helps of human art, 
I juft recover 'd fo much fenfe, 

As to avoid, with heavy heart. 
The fair, but fatal influence. 

But, fince you fhine away defpair. 
And now my (ighs no longer fhun, 

^o Perfian in his zealous pray'r 
So much adores the rifing fun. 

If once again my vows difpleafe, 

There never was fo loft a lover ; 
In love, that languifhing diieafe, 
A fad rclapfe we he^er cecovec 
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The RECOVERY. 



SIGHING tnd languifhing I Uy^ 
A ftranger grown to tU detight, 
PalTing with tedious thoughts the day, 
And with unquiet, dreams the night, 

-For your dear fake, my only care 
Was how my fatal love to hide; 

For ever drooping with defpair^ 
Negledling all the world befide t 

Till, like (bme angel from above, 
Cornelia came to my relief; 

And then I found the joys of love 
Can make amends for all the grief. 

Thofe pleafing hopes I now purfue, 
Might fail, if you could prove unjuft; 

But promifes from heav'n and you, 
Who is fb impious to miftruft ? 

Here all my doubts and troubles end ; 

One tender word my foul alTurcs ; 
Nor am I vain, fince I depend 

Not on my own defert, but yours. 
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The CONVERT. 

DEJECTED, as true converts die, 
But yet with fervent thoughts inflamM, 
So, fkireft ! at your feet I lie. 
Of all my (ex's jEauits afhaniM. 

Too long, alas ! havelabus'd 

Love's innocent and fftcned ilaroe. 
And that divined pbw'r have ns'd 

To laugh at^ as an idle same. 

Bot Cnce fo fi'eely I confefi 

A crime which may your fcom prodacey 
Allow me now to mske it lefs 

By any juft and £ur esccufe, 

I then did vulgar joys porfae. 

Variety was all my hlUs ; 
But ignorant of love and you. 

How could I chufe but do naufti 

If ever now my wandring eyes 

Seek out amufements as before ; 
If e'er I look, but to defpife 

Such charms, and value yours the more ; 

May fad remorfe, and guilty (hame, 
Revenge your wrongs on faithlefs me; 

And, what^remble ev'n to name^ 
May I loie all in lofI|Dg thee. 
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The PICTURE. 

In Tmiutkm of Anac&eon. 



THOU flatterer of all the fair, 
Come with all your skill and care ; 
Draw me fuch a (hape and face, 
As your flatt'ry would difgrace. 
Wifh not that (he would appear ; 
*Tis well for you (he is not here ; 
Scarce can you with fafety fee 
All her charms defcrib*d by me : 
I, alas! the danger know; 
I, alas! have felt the blow; 
Mourn, as \o&, my former days, 
That never fung of Ce l i a's praife ^ 
And thofe few that are behind 
I (hall bleft or wretched find. 
Only jud as (he is kind. 

With her tempting eyes begin. 
Eyes that would draw angels in 
To a fecond, fwecter fin. 
Oh, tho(e wanton rolling eyes ! 
At each glance a lover dies : 
Make them bright, yet make them willing; 
Let them look both kind and killing. 

Next, draw her forehead ; then her nofc, 
And lips juft op'ning, that difclofe 
Teeth fo bright, and breath fo fwect, 
So mtich beauty, (b much wit^ 
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To our very foul they ftrike. 
All our (enfes pleas'd alike. 

But Co pure a white and red^ 
Never, never, can be (aid : 
What arc words in fuch a cafe ? 
What is paint to fuch a face ? 
How (hould either art avail us ? 
Fancy here itfclf mud fail us. 

In her looks, and in her mien. 
Such a graceful air is feen. 
That if you, with all your art. 
Can but reach the finallaft part ; 
Next to her, the matchlefs fhc. 
We (hall wonder moft at thee. 

Then her neck, and breads, and hair. 

And her but my diarming &ir 

Does in a thouGmd things excel. 
Which I muft not, dare not tell. 

How go on then? oh! liee, 
A lovely Ve Nus drawn by thee ; 
Oh how Bar (he does appear ! 
Touch it only here and there. 
Make her yet (eem more divine, 
Your Venus then may look like mine, 
Whole bright form if once you faw, 
You by her would Venus draw. 
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On Don Al o n z o's being killed in Portugal, 
upon account of die Infanta^ in the Year 
. X683. 



IN fuch a caufe no mu(e (hoaU fail 
To bear a mournful part ; 
*Tis juft and noble to bewail 
The &te of fall'n defert. 

In vain ambitious hopes defign'd 

To make his foul aipire, 
If love and beauty had not joln'd 

To raife a brighter fixe. 

Amidft (b many dang'rous foes 
How weak the wifefl prove I 

Rea(bn itfelf would fcarce oppofe. 
And feems agreed with love* 

If from the glorious bdghft hefidls. 

He greatly daring dies ; 
Or mounting where bright beauty calls^ 

An empire is the prize. 
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The SURPRIZE. 



SAFE LY perhaps dull crowds admire; 
But I, alas ! am all on fire. 
Like him who thought in childhood pad 
That dire difeafe which kill'd atlaft, 
I durft have (worn I lov'd before. 
And fancy'd all the danger o'er ; 
Had felt the pangs of jealous pain, 
And born the blafts of cold difdain ; 
Then reap'd at length the mighty gains. 
That full reward of all our pains ! 

But what was all fuch grief or joy, 
That did my heedlefs years employ ? 
Mere dreams of feign'd fantadick powVs, 
But the difeafe of idle hours ; 
Amufement^ humour, affe<flation, 
Coropar'd with this fublimer pafHon , 
Whofe raptures, bright as thofe above, 
Ootfhine the flames of zeal or love. 

Yet think not, Faireft, what I fing. 
Can from a love Platonick fpring ; 
That formal foftnefs (falfe and vain) 
Not of the heart, but of the brain. 
Thou art indeed above all nature ; 
But I, a wretched human creature. 
Wanting thy gentle genVous aid, 
Qf husband, rivals, friends afraid! 

F 
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Amidft all this feraphick fire. 
Am almoft dying with defire^ 
With eager wifhes^ ardent thoughts^ 
Prone to commit love's wilded faults ! 
And (as we are on Sundays told 
The lufty patriarch did of old) 
Would forceablefling from thofe charms. 
And gralp an angel in my arms. 
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A Dialog ux fung on the Stage between aa 
dderly Shepherd, and a very young Nymph. 



Ship. T^ RIGHT and blooming as the Springy 
J3 UniTerfal love infpiring I 
All onr fwains thy praifei Gng, 
Ever gazing and admirbg. 

KyiM* Praifes in fo high a drain, 

And by fuch a (hepherd fang, 
Are enough to make me vain, 
Yet fi> harmlefs and fo young. 

S H E p« I fhouid have defpalr'd among 
Rivals that appear fo gayly : 
But your eyes have made me young, 
By their fmiling on me daily. 

Ky M. Idle boys admire us blindly. 

Are inconftanty wild, and bold ; 
And your ufing me fo kindly 
Is a proof you are not old. 

She p. With thy pleafing voice and fafhion. 
With thy humour and thy youth, 
Chear my foul, and crown my paflion : 
Ob ! reward my love and truth. 

F 2 
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N Y M. With thy careful arts to cover 

That which fools will count a, fault, 
Trueft friend as well as lover, 
Oh ! deferve fo kind a thought. 

• < 

EACH A PART FIRST, AND THEN BOTH TOGETHER. 

Happy we (hall lie pofTeffing, 
( Folded in each other's arms. 

Love and nature's chiefcft blelEng 
In the ftill increafing charms. 

So the dearell joys of loving, 

Which (carce Heav'n can go beyond, 

W^ll be ev'ry day improving, 
S H E p. You more fair, and I more fond. 
N Y M. I more fair, and you more fond. 
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On one .who died dUcovering her Kindnefs. 



SOME vex tbeir (bols with jealous pain. 
While others figh for cold difdain : 
Love's varioas flaves we daily fee ; 
Yet happy all^ compar'd with me. 

Of all mankind, I lov'd thebeft 
A nymph Co Blt above the reft. 
That vift OQtfiiin'd the bieft above. 
In beauty (he, and I in love. 

And therefore they who could not bear 
To be outdone by mortals here. 
Among themfelves haveplac'd her now. 
And left me wretched here below. 

AH other £ite I could have born, , 

And ev'n endur'd her very fcorn ; 

But oh ! thus all at opce to find 

That dread account ! both dead and kind ! 

What heart can hold ? If yet I live, 

'Tis but to (hew how much I grieve. 
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On Lucinda's Death. 



COME all ye doleful, difmal cares, 
That ever haunted guilty mind t 
The pangs of love when it defpairs. 

And all thofe flings the jealous find : 
Alas ! heart-breaking tho' ye be. 
Yet welcome, welcome all to me ! 

Who now have loft but oh ! how much t 

No language, nothing can expreis. 
Except my grief; for fhe was fuch. 

That praifes would but make her lefs. 
Yet who can ever dare to raife 
His voice on her, unlefs to praife? 
Free from her fex*s fmalleft faults. 

And &ir as womankind can be; 
Tender and warm as lover's tlioughts. 

Yet cold to all the world but me. 
Of all this nothing now remains. 
But only fighs and endlefs pains 1 
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To a Lady retiring into a Monafiery. 

WHAT breaft bat yours can hold the dooble fire 
Of fierce devotion^ and of fond defire ? 
Lore wdald (hine forth, were not yoar zeal fo bright^ 
'Whole glaring flames eclipfe his gentler light: 
Lefs (eems the faith that mountains can remove. 
Than this which triarophs over yonth and love. 

Bat fhallfbme threat'ningprieft divide us two? 
What worfe than that could all his curfes do ? 
Ttrat with a fright fomehave reiign'd their breathy 
And poorly dy'd only for fear of death. 

Heav'n fees oar paffions with indulgence (Ull, 
And they who love well, can do nothing ill. 
While to up nothing but ourfelves is dear, 
Should the world firown, yet what have we to fear ? 
Fame, wealth, and pow'r, thofe high-priz'd gifb of fate^ 
The low concerns of a lefs happy (late. 
Are far beneath us : fortune's felf may take 
Her aim at us, yet no impredion make ; 
Let worldlings ask her help, or fear her harms ; . 
We can lie fafe, lock'd in each other's arms. 
Like the bled faints, eternal raptures know; 
And (light thofe dorms that vainly reft below. 

Yet this, all this you are refolv'd to quit ; 
I fee my ruin, and I muft fubmit : 
Bat think, O think, before you prove unkind. 
How loft a wretch you leave forlorn behind. 

Malignant envy, mix'd with hate and fear. 
Revenge for wrongs too burdenfome to bear. 
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£v'n zeal itfelf, firom whence all mifchiefs fynng. 
Have never done (b barbarous a thing. 

With fach a fate the heavens decreed to vex 
Arm IDA once, tho* of the fairer fex; 
RiNALDo (he had charm'dwith fo much art^ 
Her*s was his pow'r^ his perfon^ and his heart : 
Honour's high thonghts no more his mind could move ; 
She {both*d his rage, and tum'd it all to love : 
When ft rait a gufl of fierce devotion blows^ 
And in a moment all her joys o'erthrows : 
The poor A r m i d a tears her golden hair^ 
Mfltchlefs till now, for love, or for defpair. 
Who is not mov'd while the fad nymph complains? 
Yet you now adt whatTASso only feigns ; 
And after all our vows, our fighs, our tears, 
My banifh'd (brrows, and your conquered fears ; 
So many doubts, fo many dangers paft, 
Vifions of zeal mud vanquifh me at lad. 

' Thus, in great Homer's war, throughout the field 
Some hero ftill made all things mortal yield ; 
Bat when a God once took the vanquifti'd fide^ 
The weak prevail'd^ and the vidorious dy'd. 
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The VISION. 

Written during a Sea Voyage, when fent to com- 
mand the Forces for the Relief of Tangier. 



WITHIN the filent (hades of foft repofc, 
^ Where fancy *s houndlefs ftreatn for ever flows ; 
Where the enfranchised foul at eafe can play, 
Tir'd with the toilfome hufinefs of the day ; 
W^ere princes gladly reft their weary heads. 
And change uneafy thrones for downy heds ; 
^Vhcre feeming joys delude defpairing minds. 
And where ev'n jealoufy fome quiet finds ; 
There I and forrow for a while could part, 
Sleep qlosM my eyes, and eas'd a ilghing heart. 
But here too foon a wretched lover found 
In deepeft griefs the deep can ne'er be found ; 
With (irahge furprize my troubled fancy brings 
Odd antick (hapes of wild unheard-of things ; 
Difmal and terrible they all appear. 
My (bul was (hook with an unufual fear. 
But as when vifjons glad the eyes of faints, 
Andkind relief attends devout complaints, 
Some beauteous angel in bright charms will fhlne. 
And (preads a glory round, that's all divine ; 
Joft fuch a bright and beauteous form appears. 
The monften vanifh) and with them my fears. 

• G 
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The faired fhape was thea before me brought^ 
That eyes e*er faw, or fancy ever thought ; 
How weak are words to (hew fuch excellence. 
Which ev'n confounds the foul^ as well as (en(e I 
Andy while our eyes tranfportingpleafure find^ 
It flops not here^ but flrikes the very mind. 
Some angel (peak her praife ! No human tongue^ 
But with its utmoft art muft do her wrong. 
The only woman that has pow'r to kill, 
And yet is good enough to want the will; 
V/ho needs no foft alluring words repeat, 
Kor (ludy'd looks of languifhing deceit. 
Fantaftick beauty, ahvays in the wrong. 
Still thinks fome pride muft to its pow^r belong; 
Aft air aiFedled, and a haughty mien ; 
Something that feems to fay, " I would be (cen.** 
But of all womankind this only (he, 
Full of its charms, and from its frailty free, 
Delerves fome nobler mufe her fame to rai(e, 
By making the whole fex befide, her pyramid of praU 
She, (he appear'd, the fource of all my Joys;. 
The deareft care that all my thought empioyr: 
Gently (he look'd, as when I left her laft ; 
When firft (he (eiz'd my heart, and held it faft ; 
When, if my vows, alas ! were made too late, 
I (aw my doom came not from her, but fate. 
With pity then (he easM my raging pain. 
And her kind eyes could fcarce from tears refrain'? 
Why gentle fwain, faid (he, why do you grieve 
In words I (hould not hear, much lefs believe ? 
I gaze on that which is a hvlt to mind. 
And ought to fly the danger which I find : 
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Of falfe mankind tho' you may be the bed. 
Ye ail have robb'd poor women of their reft. 
I fee yoar pain, and fee It too with grief, 
Becaufe I would, yet mud not give relief. 
Tfaas, for a husband's fake, as well as yours. 
My fcrup'Jbus foul divided pain endures ; 

<jailty, alasJ to both; for thus I do 

Too much for him, yet not enough for you. 

Give aver then, give over, haplefs fwain, 

A pafGon moving, but a paflion vain. 

Not chance, nor time (hall ever change my thought : 

'Tis bettet much to die, than do a fault. 
Oh, worfe than ever ! Is it then my doom 

Juft to fee Heav'n, where I mud never come ? 

Your foft compaflion, if not fomething more; 

Yet I remain^s wretched as before : 

The wind, indeed, is fair, but ah ! no Gghtof fhore. 

Farewell, too fcrup'lous fair-one ; oh ! farewell. 

WhsLt torments I endure, no tongue can te^ ; 

Thank Heav'n, my fate tranfports me now, where I 

Your martyr may with eafe and fafety die. 

With that I kneei'd,and feiz'd her trembling hand. 

While (he impos'd this cruel kind command : 

Live and love on ; you will be true, I know ; 

But live then, and come back to tell me fo : 

For tho' I blufli at this laft guilty breath, 

I can endure that better than your death. 
Tormenpng kindnefs ! Barbarous reprieve } 

Condenin'd to die, and yet compelled to live! 
This tender fcene my dream repeated o'er, 

Jud as it pafs'd in real truth bcfpre* 
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Methought I then fell grov'ling to the ground^ 
^Till on a fudden rais'd, 1 wondVing found' 
A ftrange appearance all in taintlefs white; 
His form gave rev'rcnce, and his face delight : 
GoodneCs and greatnefs in his eyes were fecn ; 
Gentle his look, and affable his mien. 
A kindly notice of me thus he took : 
'* What mean thefe flowing eyes, this ghaftly loo! 
*^ Thefe trembling joints, this loofe difhevel'd ha; 
*^ And this cold dew, the drops of deep defpair? ' 

With grief and wonder firft my fpirits faint. 
But thus, at lad, I vented my complaint. 
Behold a wretch whom cruel fate has found. 
And in the depth of all misfortune drown 'd. 
There fhines a nymph, to whom an envy*d fwain 
Is ty'd in Hymen's ceremonious chain ; 
But cloy'd wiih charms of fuch a marriage-bed, 
And fed with manna, yet he longs for bread ; 
And will, mod husband-hke, not only range 
For love perhaps of nothing elfe but change; 
But to inferior beauty proftrate lies. 
And courts her love, in fcorn of FLAviA'seyes. 

All this I knew (the form divine reply'd) 
And did but ask to have thy temper try'd. 
Which prove fincere. Of both I know the mind ; 
She is too fcrupulous, and thou too kind : 
But fince thy fatal love's for ever fix*d : 
Whatever time or abfence come betwixt; 
Since thy fond heart ev'n her difdain prefers 
To others love, I'll fomething foften hers. 
Elfc in the fearch of virtue fhe may ftray : 
Wdi meaning mortals fhould not lofe their way. 



SONGS AND VERSES. - 

She now indeed (ins on the fafer fide, 
For hearts too loofe are never to be ty'd ; 
But no extfeme» are either good or wife^ 
Aod in the midft alone true virtue lies. 
When marriage vows unite an equal pair^ 
*Tis a oiere contra^, made by human care. 
By which they'both are lor convenience ty*dy 
llie brideginoom yet more (triply than the bride : 
For circumftances alter ev'ry ill^ 
And woman meets with mod temptation ffill ; 
She a fbrfaken bed mud often bear. 
While he can never fail to find here there. 
And therefore lefs excas*d to range elfewhere. 
Yet this /he ought to fuffer and fiibmit : 
But when no longer for each other fit, 
If ufage bafe (hall* jud refentment move, 
Or, what is worfe, affronts of wand'ring love ; 
No obligation after that remains. 
Tis mean, not jufl, to wear a rival's chains. 

Yet decency requires the wonted cares 
Of int'reft, children, and remote affairs ; 
But in her love, that dear concern of life. 
She all the while may be another's wife : 
Heav'n that beholds her wronged and widow'd bed, 
Permits a lover in her husband's (lead. 

I flung me at his feet, his robes would kifs, 

And cry'd, Ev*n our bafe world is juft in this j 

Amidft our cenfures, love we gently blame ; 
And love fometimes preferves a female fame. 
What tie lefs ftrong can woman's will reftrain ? 
When hononr^ checks^ and confcience plead in vain; 
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When parents threats, and friends perfuafions fail. 
When int*re(l and ambition fcarce prevail. 
To bound that fex when nothing eUe can move ; 
They'll live referv'd to pleafe the man they love I 

The fpirit then replyM to all I faid. 
She may be kind, but not till thou art dead ; 
Bewail thy memory, bemoan thy fate: 
Then (he will love, when *tis, alas ! too late : 
Of all thy pains (he will no pity have. 
Till (ad defpair has fent thee to the grave. 

Amaz'd, I wak'd in hafte. 
All trembling at my doom ; 

Dreams oft repeat adventures paft. 
And tell oujr ill;s to come. 
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HELEN To PARIS, 



FHOM 



OVID. 



TRANSLATED BY THE 

EarL op MULGRAVE and Mr. DRYDEN. 



WHEN loofe q)i{Ue8 violate chafte eyei. 
She half confents, who filently denies : 
How dares a ftranger, with defigns fo vain^ 
Marriage and hofpitable rights profane ? 
Was it for this your fate did (helter find 
From (welling feas, and ev'ry faithlefs wind ? 
(For tho* a diftant country brought you forth, 
Your alage here was equal to your worth.) 
Does this delerve to be rewarded fb ? 
Did yoa come here a ftranger, or a foe ? 
Your partial judgment may pethaps complain^ 
And think me barbVous for my juft difdain; 
Ill-bred then let me be, but not unchafte. 
Nor my clear fame with any fpot defac'd. 
Tho* in my face there's no affected frown. 
Nor in my carriage a feign'd ntcenefs fliown. 
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I keep my honour dill without a (lain, 

Kor has my love made any coxcomb vain. 

Your boldnefs I with admiration fee. 

"What hope had you to gain a queen like me? 

Becauie a hero forc'd me once away. 

Am I thought fit to be a fecond prey ? ^ 

Had I been won, I had deferv'd your blame; 

But fure my part was nothing but the fliame : 

Yet the bafe theft to him no fruit did bear ; 

I '(cap'd unhurt by any thing but fear : 

Rude force might fome unwilling kiflesgain. 

But that was all he ever could obtain. 

You on fuch terms would ne'er hay<e let jne go ; 

Were he like you, we had not parted fo. 

Untouch'd the youth reftor'd me to my friends^ 

And modell ufage made me fome amends. 

'Tis virtue to repent a vicious deed. 

Did he repent, that Pa i( is might fucceed ? 

Sure 'tis fome fate that fcts me above wrongs. 

Yet flill expofes me to bufy tongues. 

I'll not complain ; for who's difpleas'd with love, 

If it fincere, difcreet, and condant prove? 

But that I fear not that I think you bafe. 

Or doubt the blooming beauties of my face -, 

But all your fex is fubjed to deceive. 

And ours, alas ! too wqliing to believe. 

Yet others yield ; and love o'ercomes Ac befl— • 

But why fhould I not fhine above the red ? 

Fair Leda's dory (eems at fird to be 

A fit example ready found for me : 

But (he was copzen'd by a borrow'd fhape, 

And under harmlefs feathers felt a rape : 
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ih dbould yields what reafbn could I nfe I 
By what miftake the loving crime excufe ? 
Ifor fault wai in her pow'rful lover loft ; 
fiatof what Jupiter have I to boaft ? 
Tho'yoo toberoes, and to kings fucceed^ 
Cor &mous race does no addition need; 
And great alliances but ufelefs prove 
To one that fpringt herfelf from mighty Jo v£« 
Go then and boaft in fome lefs haughty place 
Yoor Phrygian bloody and Priam's ancient race^ 
Which I would fhew I valu'd^ if I durft ; 
Yoa are the fifth from Jo v e , but I the firft. 
The crown of Troy is pow'rful^ I confefs; 
Bat I have reafon to think ours^no lefs* 
Yourletter, fill*d with promifes of all 
Thatmes can good, and women pleafant call, 
Gives ezpe^ation fuch an ample field, 
As would move goddefles themfeives to yield, 
But if I e'er offend great Ju n o 's laws, 
Yourfelf fhall be the dear, the only caufe ; 
Either my honour I'll to death maintain, 
Or follow you without mean thoughts of gain, 
^ot that fo fair a prefent I defpife ; 
^e like the gift, when we the giver prize : 
fiot 'tis your love moves me, which made you take 
Such pains, and run fuch hazards for my fake. 
1 have perceiv'd (tho' I difTembled too) 
A thoufand things that love has made you do : 
Your eager eyes would almoft dazzle mine, n [[(hine. 
In which (wUd man ! ) your wanton thoughts would 
^metimes you'd figh, fometimes diforderM ftand, 
And with unofual ardour prefs my hand ; 

H 
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Contrive juft after me to take the ghfsy 
Nor would you let the leaft occafion pafs : 
Wliich oft I fear'd I did not mind alone. 
And blufhing fat for things which you have done t 
Then murmur'd to myfelf, he'll for my fake 
Do any thing ; I hope 'twas no miftake. 
Oft have I read within this pleafant grove. 
Under my name, thofe charming words, ** I l6vc** 
I, frowning, feem'd not to believe your flame} 
But now, alas ! am come to write the fame* 
If I were capable to do amifs, 
I could not but be fendble of this. 
For, oh ! your face has fuch peculiar charms^ 
That who can hold from flying to your arms ! 
But what I ne'er can have without ofiTence, 
May fome bled maid poflefs with innocence. 
Pleafure may tempt, but virtue more (hould move ; 
Oh ! learn of me to want the thing you love, 
What you defire, is fought by all mankind : 
As you have eyes, fo others are not blind. 
Like you they fee, like you my charms adore; 
They wifh not lefs, but you dare venture more. 
Oh ! had you then upon our toads been brought, 
My virgin love when thoufand rivals fought. 
You had I (een, you fhould have had my voice; 
Nor cou'd my husband juftly blame my choice. 
For both our hopes, alas ! you come too late; 
Another now is mafter of my fate. 
More to my wifh I cou'd have liv'd with you^ 
And yet my prelent lot can undergo. 
Ceafe to foUicit a weak woman's will, 
And urge not her you love, to fo much ill ; 
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Bat let me live contented as I mvy, 
And make not my unfpotted fame your prey. 
Some right you claim, fince naked to your eyes 
Three goddefles difputed beauty's prize : 
One offer 'd value, t'other crowns ; but (he 
Obtain'd her caufe, who fmiling promis'd me. 
fiat, firft, I am not of belief fo light, 
To think fuch nymphs wou'd (hew you fuch a fight. 
Yet, granting this, the other part is feign 'd : 

A bribe fo mean, your (entence had not gain'd. 
With partial eyes I (hould my(elf regard, 

To think that Venu s made me her reward : 

I humbly am content with human praife ; 

A goddefs't applaufe would envy rai(e. 

But be it as you (ay; for 'tis confefl. 

The men who flatter higheft, plea(e us befi : 

That I fu(pe£l it, ought not to difpleafe ; 

For miracles are not believ'd with eafe. 

One joy I have, that I had Venus' voice ; 

A greater yet, that you confirm'd her choice; 

That proffer'd laurels, promis'd fov'reignty, 

Ji7NO and Pallas, you contemn'd for me* 

Am I your empire then, and your renown ? 

What heart of rock but muft by this be won ? 

And yet bear witnefs, O you pow'rs, above, 

How rude I am in all die arts of love ! 

My hand is yet untaught to write to men ; 

This is th' eflay of my unpradlis'd pen : 

Happy thofe nymphs, whom ufe has perfect made ; 

I think all crime, and tremble at a (hade. 

Ev'n while I write, my fearful confcious eyes 

Look often back, mifdoubting a furprize. 
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For now the rumour fpreads among the croud^ 

At court in whifpers^ but in town aloud. 

Didemble you, whate'er you hear 'cm fay: 

To leave off loving were your better way j 

Yet, if you will diflemble it, you may. 

Love (ecretly : the abfence of my lord 

More freedom giyes, but does jiot all afford. 

Long is his journey^ long will be his (lay ; 

Caird by affairs of confe(juence away. 

To go or not, when unrefolv'd he llood, 

I bid him make what fwift return he could: 

Then killing me, he faid, I recommend 

All to thy care, but mod my Trojan friend, 

I fmil'd at what he innocently faid. 

And only anfwer'd, you fhall be obey'd. 

Fropitioujs winds have born him far firom hence^ 

But let not this fccure your confidence. 

Abfent he is, yet abfent he commands: 

You know the proverb, " Princes have long hands.'^ 

My fame's my burthen ; for the more I'm prais'd, 

A juder ground of jealoufy is rais'd. 

Were I Icfs fair, I might have been morebleft. 

Great beauty through great danger is pofFeft. 

To leave me here, his venture was not hard, 

Becaufe he thought my virtue was my guard. 

He fear'd my face, but trufted to my life. 

The beauty doubted, but beliey'd the wife. 

You bid me ufe th'occafion while I can, 

Put in our.hands by the good eafy man* 

I would, and yet I doubt, 'twixt love and fear ; 

One draws me from you, and one brings me near. 
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iOur ftimct are imituil, and my husband's gott^ 8 

The nighti are long ; I £rar to lie alone ) 

One houfe eontains ut, and weak walls divide^ 

And yoa're too prelfing to be long deny*d» 

Let me not live^ bntev'ry thing confpires 

To join our loves, and yet my fear retires. 

You court with words^ when you (hoo'd force employ^ 

A rape Is requi^te to flianie*fkc'd joy : 

bidulgent to the wrongs which we receive^ 

Our fex can fnffer what we dare not give. 

What have 1 faid ! for both of us 'twere beft, 

jOur kindling &? If each of us fuppreft. 

The faith of ffarangers is too prone to change^ 

And, likethemfelvesy their wand'ring paffions range. 

liYPs I p YL B , and the fond Minoian maid. 

Were both by trufting of their gueft betray'd. 

How can I doubt that other men deceive, 

When yon yourfelfdid fair OEmone leave? 

But left I fixou'd upbraid your treachery, 

¥ou make a merit of that crime to me. 

Yet grant you were to faithful love inclined, 

Your weary Trojans wait but for a wind* 

Should yog prevail, while I aHign the night. 

Your fails are hoifled, and you take ypur flight; 

Some bawling mariner our love deftroys, 

And breaks afunder our unfinifhM joys. 

But I with you may leave the Spartan port, 

To view the 1* rojan wealth, and Pri a m*s court. 

Shown while I fee, I (hall expofe my fame'; 

And fill a foreign country with my fliame. 

In Afia what reception (hall I find ? 

And what difiipnour I^ayc in Greece behind f 
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What will your brothers, Pri am, Hecuba^ 
And what will all your modeft matrons fay ? 
Ev'n youy when on this adlion you refled^. 
My future condud juftly may fufped : 
And whate'er ftranger lands upon your coaft^ 
Conclude me, by your own example, loft. 
I^firom your rage, a ftrumpet's name fhallhear^ 
While you forget what part in it you bear. 
You, my crime's author, will my crime upbraid: 
Deep under ground, oh ! let me firft be laid I 
You boaft the pomp and plenty of your land. 
And promife all (hall be at my command i 
Your Trojan wealth, believe me, I defpife; 
My own poor native land has dearer ties. 
Shou'd I be injured on your Phrygian fhore. 
What help of kindred cou'd I there implore? 
Medea was by Jason's flatt'rywon: 
I may, like her, believe and be undone. 
Plain honed hearts, like mine, fufpedt no cheat^ 
And love contributes to its own deceit. 
The (hips, about whofe fides loud tempefts roar. 
With gentle winds were wafted from the fhore. 
Your teeming mother dreamt a flaming brandy 
Sprung from her Womb, confum'd the Trojan land; 
To fecond this, old prophecies confpire. 
That Ilium (hall be biirnt with Grecian fire : 
Both give me fear, nor is it much allay*d. 
That Venus is oblig'd our loves to aid. 
For they who loft their caufe, revenge will take. 
And for onie friend two enemies you make. 
Nor can I doubt, but fhould I follow you. 
The fwprd would foon our fiital crime purfue: 
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A wrong lb great my husband's rage would rouze^ 

And my relations would liis caufe efpoufe. 

You boaft your (Irength and courage; but, alas ! 

Yoor words receive fmall credit from your face. 

Let deroes in the dully field delight^ 

Thofe Umbs were falhion'd for another fight. 

Bid Hector fally from the walls of Troy ; 

A fweeter quarrel fhould your arms employ. 

Yet fears like thefe (hou'd not my mind perpleZ| 

Were I as wife as many of my fex : 

Bat time and yon may bolder thoughts infpire ; 

And ly perhaps, may yield to your defire. 

You laft demand a private conference: 

Theie are your words ; but I can guefs your fenfe* 

Your unripe hopes their harveft muft attend: 

Be ml'd by me, and time may be your friend. 

This is enough to let you underftand, 

For now my pen has tir'd my tender hand ; 

My woman knows the fecret of my heart. 

And may, hereafter, better news impart. 
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Part o^^he Story of ORPHEUS. 



BelD|^jftani!ation out of the Fourth Book of 

VIRGIL'S GEORGia 



' ^nr^ I S not for nothing when jnfi heav*n does frown $ 
X The injar'4 Oilpheu s ctUf thefe judgmcnti 
"Whofe fpoufe, avoiding to become thy prey> [down | 
And all hi^ joys at once were fnatch'd away ; 
The nymphy fore-doom'd that ^tal way to p$£s, 
Spy'd not the ferpent lurking in the grafs : 
A mournful cry the fpacious valley fills. 
With echoing groans from all the neighb'ring hills ; 
The Dryades roar out in deep defpair, 
And with united voice bewail the fair. 

For fuch a lofs he fought no vain relief 
But with his lute indulg'd the tender grief; 
Along the fhore he oft would wildly dray. 
With dolefiil notes b^n, and end the day. 
At length to hell a frightful journey made, 
Pafs'd the wide-gaping gulph, and difmal (hade: 
Vifits the ghoflsy and to that king repairs, 
Whofe heart's inflexible to human prayers. 



THE STORY OF ORPHEUS. 6$ 
All heil if mrift'd wirb (b fweet t fimg ; 
Light fouls and alrj fplriu glide along 
In tfoopi, like millions of the fintl^'d kind, 
Driv'n home by night, or Ibme tempelhioai wind : 
MattODS and men, raw youths and unripe maidt ; 
And mighty heroes' more majeftick (hades; 
And fi»s cntomhM befine their paxenu dee ; 
Theie the Mack waves of bounding Styx emhrace 
Nine times circomflnent ; clogg'd \ridi |u>ifi>me weeds j 
And all that filth which (landing water breeds. 
Amazement reach'd er'n the deep caves of death ; «<^-g| 
The fiflers with bine (naky curls took breath ; 
Ix ion's wheel awhile unmov'd remained. 
And die &rce dog his thfee*mouth'd voice reftrsta'd* 

When iafe return'd, and all the(e dan^erspaft^ 
His wife, reftor'd to breadiefidh air at lafi, 
Fodowing (for fo Pao saapi va was pleas'd) 
A fndden rage th' unwary lover (eiz'd, 

I 

Adult of love! could hell companion find. J 

A dreadful (bund thrice (hook the Stygian coafi^ 
His hqpes quite fled, and all his hdiour loft i 
Why haft thou thus undone thy(elf and mc ? 
Whatrageisthts? Oh, lamltutch'dfifomthee! 
(She faintly cry'd) Night and the pow'rs of hell 
Sarround my fight; Oh,OaPMEva( oh, (aceweil 
My hands ftretch forth to reach thee as before ; 
But all in vsun, for I am thine no more ; 
No more allow'd to view thy face, or day ! 
Then fiom his eyes, like fmoke, (he fleets away. 

I 



He, as the firft bright glimpfe of day-light (hin'd. 
Could not refrain tocaft one look behind ; 
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Much he would fain have fpoke : but fate, alas ! 
Would ne*er again confrnt to let him pafs. 
Thus twice undone, what courfe remain'd to take. 
To gain her back, already pafs'd the lake ? 
What tears, what patience could procure him ea(e? 
Or, ah ! what vows the angry pow'rs appeafe ? 
'Tis faid, he fev'n long moons bewail'd his lofs 
To bleak and barren rocks, on whofe cold mofs, 
'While languifliing he fung his fatal flame, 
He mov*d ev*n trees, and made fierce tygers tame^ 

So the fad nightingale, when childlefs made 
By Tome rough Twain who dole her young away. 

Bewails her lofs beneath a poplar (hade, 
Mourns all the night, in murmurs waftes the day; 
Her melting fongs a doleful pleafure yield. 
And melancholy mufick fills the field. 

Marriage, nor love, could ever move his mind ^ 
But all alone, beat by the northern wind» 
chivying onTanais banks the bard remaik'd. 
And of the Gods' unfiruitlul gift complained. 
Ciconian dames, enrag*d tabedefpis'd, 
As they the fead of Bacchus folemniz'd. 
Slew the poor youth, and flrew'd about his limbs ; 
His head, torn off from the fuir body, fwims 
Down thatfwift current vih^rc the Heber flowfjl, 
And dill its tongue in doleful accents goea* 
Ah, poor Eur YD ICE ! he dying cry'd]puv . 
EuRYDiCE refounds from every fide. 
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SATIRE. 



Written in the Year 1675* 



HOW vain, and how inienCUeabeaft 
Is man i who yet would lord it o'er the cell 1 ' 
t^hilofopberfand poets vainly drove. 
In ev'ry age the laropilh roafs to move: 
but thofewere pedants, if compar*d with thefir^ 
Who knew not only to indru^, but pleafet 
l^oets alone found the delightful way, 
Myfterious morals gently to convey 
In chaming ncnnbers, that when once man grew 
^leasM With their poems, they grew wlier too. 

SAT I R H has always (hin*d among the re&p 
And is die boldell way, perhaps the beft. 
To fhcw men freely all their fouled faults ; 
To laugh at their vain deeds, and vainer thoughts* - 

In this great work the wife took diff Vent waya^ 
Tho' each delerving its peculiar praife : 

I 2 
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Some did oar follies with juft (harpnefs blame; 
"While others laugh'di and fcorn'd us into (hame ; 
But^ of thefe two, the laft fucceeded beft; 
As men hit righted^ when they (hoot in jeft. 

Yet, if we may prefume to blame our guides^ 
And ccnfure thofe who cenfiit'd all befides f 
In all things elfe they jnftly are preferr*d ; 
In this alone methinks the ancients err*d : 
Againft the groiTeft follies they declaim. 
Hard they purfue, but hunt ignoble game* 
Nothing is eafier than fuch blots to hit^ 
And but the talent of a vulgar wit : 
Befides, 'tis labour loft ; for who would teach 

W SLY to write, or Te-«— * to preach i 

'Tis being devout at play, wUe at a ball. 
Or bringing wit and friendfhip to Whitehall. 

But, with (harp eyes thofe nicer fiiults to inii-, 
VRndk lie obfcurely in the wifeft mind. 
That little fpeck, which alt the reft will fpoil ; 
To wafh off this, would be a noble toil ; 
Beyond the k>ofe-writ libds of this age. 
Or the forced fcenes of our declining ftage i 
Above the reach of ev'ry little wit. 
Who, yet, will (mile to (ee a greater fait. 
But ev'a the greateft, tho* expos'd the rooft, 
Of fuch coiredion ftiould have caufe to boaft t 
In fuch a fatire they might court a (hare. 
And each vain fool would fimcy he was theitt. 

Old ftory tellers then will pine and die, 
TaftxMl their antiquated wit laid by ; 
I^ikd her who mifs'd her name in a lampoon^ 
Aod Hfjki'i, to find herfijf decay'd to toosu 
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No coanmm ooJKOnb nnft be mention'd bat^ . 
Nbr diedoU ttAinofdanciogipurks tppetr; 
No feather'cl officers, wbo never fight ; 
Of fach a wfetcbednbbfe who would write t 
Machlefs liiif-witt) duit'flinoreigiinftoorndei; 
For they are fi)pa,^odienarefantfix>ls: 
Who would not be aa filly as I>——«R, 
Or dull as W--<»— lt, rather than G-^-— a f 

The cnnUnf courtier fhoold be flighted loo^ 
Who ^th doU inav'ry makes fo amch ado^ 
Till the (hrewdfeol^ by thriving too too fii^ 
Like Esop's fox^becones a prey atlaft* 

Nor (houU the royal miftrefles benam'd ; 
Too ,agly, or too eafy to be blam'd ; 
With whom eadifhiimjigfi>ol keeps fnchapother. 
They are as conmion that way as the other : 
WhUefiiumring€B A aLis,betwizcfi>meanabniee^ ^ 
Meets with diflemhling itiU in either piacgy > 

AffeAedhnmonr^orapjuntedfiice. J 

In loyal libeh we have often told him. 
How one has jilted him, the other fold him ; 
How that afleds to laughy and this to weep ; 
But who fo long can rail, as fas can keep ? 
Was ever prince by two atoncemiikdy 
Foolifli and fidfe, ill-natured and Hl-bred I 

£ T and A--— ^y, ^iratfa sllthe raoe 

Of fi>rmal blockheads, ihatt have here no place ; 
At council fetj as fiiils, on Da-«-«^'s fcore. 
To make that great fidfi; jewel Amt the mon i 
Who sllthev^ile is thought ejcosedingwifei 
Only for taking paiasi and lelliBg ties* 
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But there's no meddling with fuch naaCeoosmen } 
Th«ir very names have tir'd my nicer pen ; 
'Tis time to quit their company > and chafe 
Some nobler fuhjeA for a (harper mafe. 

And firft, behold the merrieft man alive 
Againd his carelefs grnius vainly drive ; 
Quit his dear eafe fome deep defign to lay. 
Appoint the hour, and then forget theday. 
Yet he will laugh, ev'n at his friends, and be 
Jud as good company as Nok£s or Lee ; 
But when he would the court or nation mk^ 
He turns himfelf the bed to ridicule. 
AVhen ferious, few for great affairs more fit; 
But diew him mirth, and bait that mirth with wi^ 
That (hadow of a jed (hall be enjoy'dy 
Tho' he left all mankind to be dedroy'd. 

So Pufs, transform'dt^fat like a mumping faride^ 
Penfive, and prudent, till the Mou(e (he ^y'd; 
But foon the lady had him in her eye. 
And from the board did jud as oddly fly. 

Straining above our nature does no good; 
We mud (ink back to our old fle(hand blood. 

As by our little Ma-tc h i a v e l we find. 
That nimbled creature of the bu(y kind : 
His legs are crippled, and his body (hakes, ^ 

Yet his bold mind, that all this budle makes, ? 

No pity of irs poor companion takes ; <) 

What gravity can hold from laughing out. 
To fee that lug his feeble limbs about ? 
Like hounds ill -coupled, Jo wler is (b drong. 
He jades poor Tripi and drags him aU-along, 
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idt a cruelty u ne'er was known, 
• a body thus, tho' *tis one's own. 
IS vain comfort in his mind be keeps; 
j1 ia foaringy while bis body creeps, 
that foaring, to thofe few who know^ 
a bofy fluttVing here bebw. 
dnary brains afcend the sky, ^ 

on the ground entranc'd the wretches He ; v 
> htt fops have fancy'd they can fly. J 

Lt, cor new earl, with parts defcrrving praife, 
it enough to laugh at his own ways; 
(es all foft days, and fcnfual nightf, 
lature checks, and kinder fortune flights, 
ig againft his quiet all he can, 
m fine notion of a bufy man s 
'hat is that at beft, but one whofe mind 
le to vex himfelf and all mankind ? 
ing tor wealth, a courtier let him live ; 
ffome o id iantadick lord will drive 
cney coach, and meaner buftnefs do, 
ould both pay him, and admire him too* 
there any other bead alive, 
s own harm fo wittily contrive? 
my ^ogf that has his teeth and ftonet, 
dly leave his bitches and his bones, 
ra a wheel, and bark to be emplo/d ; 
i Venus is by rival dogs enjoy'd i 
lis vain man, to get a ftatefman's name^ 
ts his friends, his freedom, and his fame* 
o' Sat IKE, nicely writ, no folly ftingt 
drs, who merit praife for other things: 
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Yet we mud needs tUf one exceptioli nalu^ 
And break our rale fi)r filiy Tro po's fake ; 
"Who lately too madi fcomM to be aocoa'd^ 
Now tfaerefinv icaice defervei to be aboa'd* 
Rais'd only by a mercenary tongue^ 
For railing finoothly, and for reaa'ning wrong. 
Aa boys on holidays, kt leofe to play. 
Halloo a ftombling jade in ffipp'ry way ; 
Then laugh to fie in dirt and deep ditfareft 
Some awkard dt in ber flowr'd fix>ltfli die&s 
Snch mighty iatisfiidion have I fi)tind» 
To fee this tinfel eloquence a-ground. 
The florid gravity we often (aw 
Baffled by common whifflers of the law. 
For fenfe fits filent, and condemns for weaker 
The finer, nay (bmetuncs the wittier (peaker. 
So odd a mixture no man elfe affords; 
Snch feardty of fenfe, fnch choice of words I 
At bar abnfive, on die bench unable, 
Knave on the wool-fiuit, fop at conndl taUe I 

But tbefe are politicians, fudi as woo'd 
Be rather high than honeft, great than good» 
Another fort of wits ihaH now be (hown^ 
Whofe harmleft foibles hurt themfehres aIone| 
Who think excefs of luxury can pleafe, 
And lazinefs call loving of their eafe; 
Pleafure and indolence their only aim ; 
Yet their whole life's but intermitting pain. 
Snch liead*aclis, forfeits, ails, their days divide. 
They fiaice perceive the little time bdide. 

Well-meaning men, who make thb grofi miftalDtfi 
And pleafure lofe^ only for pleafnre's fake ! 
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Each pieafure hath its pice, and when we pay 
Too much of pain, we fqnander life away. 

Thus D ' " T, purring like a thoughtful cat^ 
MarryM ; but wifer Pnfs ne*er thinks on that. 
Like P£ MBROKi*s dogy fierce at his fondeft time. 
At once he woes, and worries her in rbime; 
To gain her love, expofes all her life, 
A teeming widow, but a barren wife. 
With tame fubmiffion to the will of fttCf 
He lugg'd aboat the matrimonial weight ; 
Till fortune, blindly kind as well as he, 
Has ill reftor'd him to his liberty; 
That is, to live in his old idle way, 
Smoakingall night, and dozing all the day; 
Dull u Ned I^— — rd, whom his brisker time 
Had £un*d for nonfenfe in immortal rhime. 

M VE had much ado to 'icapethe fnare, 

Tho' vers'd in all thofe arts that cheat the fair. 
Beauty and wit had feiz'd his heart fo faft, 
That Humps himfelf feem'd in the (locks at lafl. 
Old injured parents dry'd their weeping eyes. 
In hopes to fee this pirate made a prize; 
Th' impatient town waited the wi{h*d-for change. 
And cuckolds fneer'd in hopes of fweet revenge; 
Till his ambition fet his love afide. 
And favM him, not by prudence, but by pride* 
What tender thoughts bis harden'd heart can move. 
Who fbr a (hadow quits fubftantial love i 
And little •Sid, for fimile renowned, 
I^leafure has 4ways (ought, but fcldoro found : 

K 

* Remarkable for makiog plcaiant and proper Similies on 

>lIOccafions. 
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Tho' wbue and women are his only care^ 

of both he takes a lamentable (hare. 

The ^e(h he lives on is too rank and ftrong ; 

His meat and miftrefles are kept too long. ' 

But^fure, we all mlftake the piouls man^ 

Who mortifies his perfon aUhe can; 

And what the world counts lewdnefs, vice^ and fi: 

Are penances of this odd capuchin : 

For never hernuty under grave pretence^ 

Has liv*d more contrary to common fenle. 

Expeding fupper is his chief delight ; 

Like any labourer, our little knight 

Toils all the day^ but to be drunk at night ; 
When o'er his cups this night-bird chirping fitt^ 
Till he takes H c; e tt and Jack Hall for wits. 

Laft enter R — :— r, of fprightly wit, 
Yet not for converfe (afe, or bufinefs fit. 
Mean in each adion, lewd in ev'ry limb^ 
Manners themfelves are mifchievous in him* 
A glofs he gives to ev'ry foul defign. 
And we mud own his very vices (hine. 
But of this odd ill-nature to mankind 
Himfelf alone the ill e^Pedls will find. 
So envious hags in vain their witchcraft try. 
Yet for intended mifchief juflly die. 
For what a B£ s su s has he always liv*d, 
And his own kickings notably contriv'd ? 
For (there's the folly that's ftill mix'd with fear) 
(towards more blows than any heroes bear, 
of fighting fparks fame may her pleafure (ay ; 
But 'tis a bolder thing to runaway. 
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The world may well forgive him all his ill. 
For ev'ry fiiult does prove his penance ftil], 
Eafily he falls into (bme dang'rous noofe. 
And dien as meanly labours jo get loofe : 
A life {b infamous is better quitting^ 
Spent in bafe injuring, and low fubmitting. 

Howw^k, and|:et how vain a t;hing is nfian^ 
Mean what he will, endeavour what he can i 
I, who defign'd to be fo wondrous wife, 
Percdve at laft, where the great folly lies : 
While others weaknefs is fo gravely fhowo. 
Their fame we ruin, but to raife our own ; 
That we may angels (eem, we paint them elves^ 
And write but fatires, to (et up ourfelves. 
Tho' to myfelf this task appear*d fo nice, 
That ev'n the ancients feem'd to want advice ; 
With ftrength unequal I have dar*d to climb ' 
That lofty height unreached in former time. 
Ko wonder in the bold attempt I fall, 
And this, too late, to my remembrance call ; 
" Learn to write wdl^ or not to write at all." 
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OF all thofe arts in which the wife excels 
Nature's chief mafter- piece is writiog well : 
No writing lifts exalted roan fo high^ 
As facred and (bul-rooving poefy : 
No kind of work requires fo nice a touchy 
And, if w^llfinifh'd, nothing (hines fo much. 
But heav*n forbid we (hou'd be fo profane, 
To grace the vulgar with that noble name. 
'Tis not a fla(h of fancy, which fometimes, 
Dazling our minds, fets off the flighted rhimes; 
Bright as a blaze, but in a moment done : 
True wit is everlafting, like the fun, 
Which, tho' foroetimes behind a cloud retir*d, 
Breaks out again, and is by all admir*d. 
Number and rhime, and that harmonious found. 
Which not the niceft ear with harfhnefs wound, 
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Arc necefliiryy yet bat volgar arts ; 
And tU in vamthde faperficitl parts 
Contribute to the ftrodnre of the whole, 
Witboat a Genius too ; for that's the Soul : 
A fpirit which infpires the worit throughoot^ 
As that of nature moves the world about ; 
A £aroe that glows amidft conceptions fit ; 
Ev'n fomething of divine, and more than wit; 
[tfelf unfeen, yet all things by it (hown, 
Defcribing all men, bat deicrib'd by none. 
Where doft tboa dwell ? What caverns of the brain 
Can fuch a vaft and mighty thing contain ? 
When I, at vacant boars, in vain thy abfenee monm^ 
Oh I where doft thou retire ? and why dofi thou retunHy 
Sometimes with pow'rfbl charms to hurry me away, 
From pleafares of the night, and bas'nefs of the day? 
Ev'n now,^too fiur tranfportnd, I am fain 
To check thy coorfe, and nie the needfal rein. 
As all is dnlnefs, when the £uicy*s bad ; 
So, without judgment, fancy is but road : 
And judgment has a boundlefs influence 
Not only in the choice of words, or fenfe. 
But on the world, on manners, and on men } 
Fancy is but the feather of the pen ; 
Reafbn is that fubftantial ufeful part, 
Which gains the bead, while t'other wins the heart. 
> Here I (hould all the various forts of verfe. 
And the whole art of poetry rehearfe ; 
But who that task would after Horace do ^ 
The bed of matters, and examples too I 
Echoes at heft, all we can fay is vain ; 
PuU the delign; and fruitlefs were the pain. 
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*Tis true, the ancients we mty rob with eafe; 
But who with that mean fluft hirofelf can plaSc, 
Without an aflor's pride ? A player's art 
Is above his, who writes a borrowed part. 
Yet modern laws are made for later &ults. 
And new abfurdities infpire new thoughts ; 
What need has fatire then to live on theft. 
When fo much frefli occaGon (bll is left ? 
Fertile our foil, and full of ranked weeds. 
And monders wor(e than ever Nilus breeds. 
Bat hold i the &ols (hall have no caufeto fear ; 
'Tis wit and fenie that is the fubjed here : 
Defeds of witty men deferve a cure. 
And thofe who are fo, will ev'n this endure. 

Firil then, of S O N G S, which now (b much abouni 
Without his fong no fop is to be found ; 
A moft offenfive weapon, which he draws 
On all he mc;ets, againft Afollo's laws. 
Tho' nothing (eems more eafy, yet no part 
Of poetry requires a nicer art ; 
For as in rows of richeft pearl there lies 
Many a blnniih that efcapes our eyes. 
The leaft of which defeds is plainly (hown 
In one fmall ring, and brings the value down : 
So (bugs fhould be to jud per£:dion wrought ; 
Yet wh^re can one be feen without a fault ? j 

Exad propriety of words and thought ; 
Expreflion eafy, and the fancy high ; 
Yet that not feem to creep, nor this to fly ; 
No words tranfposM, but in fuch order all. 
As wrought wijth care, yet feem by chance to fill. 
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y at in ail tlungt dk, is mod unfity 
ribaldry, tbat poor pretence to wit ; 
nanieoat (bngs by a « late author made, 
an unwilUng ccnfore on his (hade. 
diat wann dioughts of the tranfporting joy 
(bodL d)e chafteft, or the niceft cloy ; 
words obTcene, too grofs to move defire,- 
5 be^M of fnely only choak the fire, 
jtlier tbemes he welldelerves our praife ; 
palls that appetite he meant to raife. 
iext, ELEGY, offweet, hot foleron voice, 
I of afubjedgrave, exads the choice; 
: pnuie of beauty, valour, wit contains ; 
1 there too oft defpairing love complains : 
^ain, alas ! for who by wit is mov'd ? 
It Pheniz-flie delerves to be belov'd ; 
: noify nonienie, and fuch fops as vex 
nkind, take mod with that fantaftickfex. 
is to. the praiie of thofe who better knew ; 
e many raife the value of the few. 
: here (as all our (ex too oft have try*d) 
>men have drawn my wandring thoughts afide. 
eir greateft faulty who in this kind have writ, 
lot defed in words, or want of wit ; 
t (hould this mufe harmonious numbers yidd, 
dev*ry couplet be with fiincy filled; 
jfet a juft coherence be not made 
tween each thought ; and the whole model laid 
right, that ev*ry line may higher rife, 
ke goodly mountains, till they reach the skies s 

•ThcE. ofR. 
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Sadi trifles may, perhaps, of late have paft. 
And may be lik'd a while, bat never laft ; 
'Tis epigram, 'tis point, 'tis what you will, 
But not an elegy, nor writ with skill, 
No • Panegyrick, nor a + Cooper's-Hill. 

A higher flight, and of a happier force. 
Are ODES: the niuies' moft unruly horfe. 
That bounds fo fierce, the rider has no reft^ 
Here foams at mouth, and moves like one poflefs'd. 
The Poet here mud be indeed infpir'd. 
With fury too, as well as fancy fir'd. 
Cowley might boad to have perform'd this part, 
Had he with nature joined the rules of art; 
But fometimes didion mean, or verfe ilUwrought, 
Deadens, or clouds, his noble flame of thought* 
Tho' all appear in heat and fury done. 
The language ftill mud (oft and eafy run, 
Thefe laMrs may (bund a little too fevere; 
But judgment yields, and fancy governs here,. 
Which, tho* extravagant, this mu(e allows. 
And makes the work much eafier than it (hows* 

Of all the ways that wifeft men could find 
To mend the age, and mortify mankind, 
SATIRE well* writ has rood fuccefsful prov'd. 
And cures, becaufe the remedy is lov'd. 
'Tis hard to write on fuch a fubje(5l more. 
Without repeating things faid oft before : 
Some vulgar errors only we'll remove. 
That (lain a beauty which we fo much love. 
Of chofen words fome take not care enough, 
And think they (hould be as the fubjedl rough ; 

• Waller's. + Denham's, 
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Thli pdem maft be more exadlly made, 

Aod (harpeft thoaghts In fmoothefl words convej'd* 

>oiiie thidk^ if (harp enough, they cannot failj 

\s if their dnly bos'nefs was to rail: 

kt human frailty nicely to unfold, 

)iftii^ui(hes a fttyr from a fcold. 

Uige you mnft hide, and prejudice lay down ; 

k (atyr's fmile is (harper than his frown ; 

while yoti (eem to dight (bme rival youth^ 

falice itfelf may pafs fometimes for truth* 

'be • La u It B AT here may jufUy claiio our fnifc, 

rown'd by f Mack-Fleckno with immortal bays} 

et once his{ Peg asus has bom dead weight, 

id by fora^ lumpi(h minifter of (late. 

Here reft, my mufe, fufpend thy cares a while^ 

more important task attends thy toil. 
s (bme young eagle, that defigns to fly 

long unwonted journey through the sky, 
/"eighs all the dangVousenterprize before, 
'er what wide lands and feas (he is to foar, 
oobts her own (Irength fo far, and ju(Uy feari 
hat lo(ty road of airy travellers ; 
3t yet incited by fome bold dedgn, 
hat does her hopes beyond her (ears incline^ 
nnes ev'ry feather, views herfelf with care, 
tiaft, refolv'd, (he cleaves the yielding air ; 
way (he flies, fo (farong, fo high, fo faft^ 
le leifens to us, and is loft at laft: 

L 

* Mr. Dryden. f A famous fatirical poem of his« 
t A poem called the hihd and pANTHKa. 
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So (tho' too weak for fuch a weighty thing) 
The mufe infpires a (harper note to fing. 
And why (hould truth offend, when only told 
To guide the ignorant, and warn the bold ? 
On then, my roufcy adventrouHy engage 
To give inftrudlions that concern the STAGE* 

The unities of action y time, and place, 
Which, if obferv'd, give plays fo great a grace. 
Are, tho' but little pradtis'd, too well known 
To be taught here, where we pretend alone 
From nicer faults to purge the prefent age, 
i>efs obvious errors of the Engliih (lage. 

Firfl then, SoLiLoqui es had need be fsWp 
Extremely fhort, and fpoke in paflion too. 
Our lovers talking to themfelves, for want 
Of others, make the pit their confidant; 
Nor is the matter mended yet, if thus^ 
They trufl> a friend, only ta tell it us t 
Th* occafion (hould as naturally fall, 
As when ^ Bella r lO confe(res all. 

FicuR Es of fpeech, which poets think fo finfj 
(Art's needlefs varni(h to make nature (hine) 
Are all but paint upon a beauteous face. 
And in defcriptions only claim a place : 
But, to make rags declaim, and grief difcourle. 
From lovers indefpair fine things to force. 
Mud needs fucceed : for who can chu(e but pity 
A dying hero, miferably witty I 
But oh ! the Dialogues, where jeft and mock 
Is held up like a rell at (hittle-cock I 

* InPHiLASTSK.aplayof 3KAVM0HT and Flktcj 
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) like bdUy eternally they cfaimcy 
Igh in SiMiL s y and die in Rh I M E . 
Ungt are thefe who would be poets dioaght, 
are not infpirM, nor learning taught ? 
itdiey bave^ and therefore may deferve 
r courfe than this^ by which they (larve : 
Rfrite plays 1 why, 'tis a bold pretence 
gmentytireeding, wit^and eloquence : 
yx4 for they mud look within, to find 
sicnET TURNS of nature in the mind: 
It this part, in vain would be the whole^ 
t a body all, without a (bul. 
. united yet, but makes a part 
XOGUE, that great and powerful art, 
noft loft, which the old Grecians knew, 
^m the Romans fainter copies drew, 
roroprehended fiace, but by a few. 

and Luc I AN are the bed remains 
le wonders which this art contains ; 
•nrfdves we judice mud allow, 

svEAaE and Flet CHER arethewondersnow: 

r them, and read them o'er and o'er ; 

them play'd ; then read them as before; 

' in many things they grofly fail, 

ir pafGons 1U11 they fo prevail, 

r own grief by theirs is rock'd aflcep ; 

1 are forc'd to feel, the wife to weep. 

eauties imitate, avoid their faults ; 

1 a PLOT employ thy careful thoughts; 

, with time, a thoufand feveral ways i 

y alone, has giv*n fuccefs to plays. 
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Rejed that vulgar error (which appears 
So fair) of making perfect characters; 
There's no fuch thing in nature, and you'll draw 
A fjultlefs monfter which the world ne'er (aw. 
Some faults muft he, that hit misfortunes drew> 
But fuch as may deferve compaflion too. 
Befides the main defign compos'd with art. 
Each moving scene muft be a plot apart ; 
Contrive each little turn, mark ev'ry place^^ 
As painters firft chalk out the future face : 
Yet be not fondly your own flave for this. 
But change hereafier what appears amifs. [pb 
Think not fo much where (hiningTHOUGBTJ 
As what a man would fay in fuch a cafe: 
^either in comedy will this fuifice. 
The Player too muft be before your eyes ; 
And, tho* 'tis drudgery to ftoop fo low. 
To him you muft your fecret meaning (how* 

Expofe no iingle fop, but lay the load 
More equally, and fpread the folly broad ; 
Mere coxcombs are too obvious ; oft we fee 
A fool derided by as bad as he : 
Hawks fly at nobler game; in this low way, 
A very owl may prove a bird of prey. 
Small poets thus will one poor fop devour. 
But to coUedt, like bees, from ev'ry flow'r. 
Ingredients to compofe th^t precious juice, 
Which ferves the world for pleafure and for ufi^ 
In fpite of fadion this would favour get ; 
^ut * F4tSTAFF ftanda inimitable yet. 

^ An admirable cbarad^es io a play of Shaxespxa 
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ler fiwli which oiteii mty befidl, -^ 

itfaewitoffom^grrttpoet ihall ( 

loWt chat it) he none St all; ^ 

'n hisfooltrpeakfenicyasif poflefty 

h bf inffiiratioii breaks his jeft . 

the jaftnefs of each part be lofi» 

! may lan^, hot at the poet's cod. 

ly thmg men call s b fi b a-wi t avoids 

bichbur age fo nanfeoofly is doy'd ; 

ra is all ; wit flioald be only brooghl 

I agreeably (bme proper thoaght, 

lace the poets we of late have known^ 

1 no dfefs fo much as in their owo^ 

ter by example to convince, 

t a view on this wrong fide of fenie. 

f a SoLiLoquT is calmly made, 

ev'ry reafon is exaAly weigb'd ; 

once perform'd, moft opportunely comet 

nro firighted at the noife of drums; 

' fweet fake, whom at firft fight he loves^ 

1 in Metaphor his pafEon proves: 

oe fad accident, tho* yetunknowUi 

; this pair, to leave the (wain alone; 

it grows jealoas, tho* we know not why | 

to oblige his rival, needs will die : 

I he makes a Spa sen, wherem he tellf 

(ent nymph how much his flame excels } 

!t beqaeaths her generonfly now^ 

t lov*d rival whom he does not know 1 

:rait appears ; but who can fate with(faui4 1 

ec^alasl to hold his bafty hand. 
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That juft has giv'n himielf the cruel ftroke I 

At which his very rival's heart is broke : 

He, more to his new friend than miftrefs IdnJ, 

Mod fadly mourns at being left bdiind ; 

Of fuch a death prefers the pleafing charms 

To love, and living in a lady's arms. 

"What fhameful and what monftrous things are thele? 

And th^ they rail at thofe they cannot pleafe; 

Conclude us only partial to the dead. 

And grudge the fignof old Ben Johnson's head; 

When the intrindck value of the (lage 

Can fcaree be judg'd but by a following age : 

For dancesjt flutes, Italian fongs, and rhime^ 

May keep up (inking nonfenfe for a time ; 

But that muft fail, which now Co much o*er-ruks^ 

And fenfe no longer will fubmit to fools. 

By painful fteps at iaft we labour up 
Paraaflus' hill, on whofe bright airy top^ 
The EPICK poets fo divinely (how. 
And jarith juft pride behold the rell below, 
Heroick poems have a juft pretence 
To be the utmoft (bretch of human lenfe ; 
A work of fuch inedimable worth, 
Theceare but two the world has yet brought forth I 
Homer and Virgil I with what facred awe. 
Do tho(e mere founds the world's attention draw I 
Juft as a changeling feems below the reft 
of men, or rather is a two-legg'd beaft ; 
So the(e gigantick fouls amaz'd we find 
Asinuch above the reft of human kind ! 
' Nature's whol^ ftrength united 1 endlefs faiqe^ 
And univerfal (houts^ attend their name 1 
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^ead HoMEft once, and yon can read no more; 
^or all books eUe appear fo mean, fo poor, 
^erfe will (eem ptofe; but (Ull perfiil to read, 
Lod Ho M ER will be all the books you need, 
[ad Bo s s u net er writ, the world had Aill, 
.ike Indians, view'd this wondrous piece of skill ; 
\% (bmething of diTine, the work admir'd ; 
Tot hop'd to be inftruded, bat infpir'd : 
ot hCy difclofing iacred myfleries, 
[as {hewn where all the mighty. magick lies; , 
»e(crib'd the feeds, and in what order (own, 
liat have to fach a vaft proportion grown, 
lire, from (bme angel he the fecret knew, 
Vho thro' this labyrinth has lent the clue ! 
But what, alas I avails it poor mankind, 
7o fee this promised land, 'yet (lay behind ? 
rhe way is (hewn, but who has (Irength to go ? 
Vho can all fciences profoundly know T 
Vhofe fancy flies beyond weak reafon's fight, 
^qd yet has judjgment to dired it right ? 
Vhofe juft difeemment, V i rg i i.*like, is (uch^ 
"^ever to (ay too little, or too much \ 
jfX fuch a man begin without delay ; 
Ivx he muft do beyond what 1 can fay ; 
yiaft above Tasso's lofty flights prevail, 
iocceed whereSp£MCER,aiidev'aMii.TON fiul. 
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BRUTUS, 



I. 

»^ I ^ IS faidy thtf firrorite, mankind^ 

X Was made the lord of all below ; 
Bat yet the {a) doubtful are {b) concern'd to itAp 
^Tis {c) only one man tells another fo. 

And, for this great dominion here. 

Which over other beads we claim, 
(ji) Reason our beft credential does appear; 

By which, indeed, we domineer ; 
But how abfurdly, we may fee with fhame. 

Reason, that folemn trifle! light as air ; 
Driv*n up and down by {e) cenfure or applauie : 

By partial love away 'tis blown, 
Or the lead prejudice can weigh it down ; 
Thus our high privilege becomes our (y^) (hare* 

In any nice and weighty caufe^ 
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How wtkk, at beft, is reaso n ! yet the grave 
iQpofe on that fmall judgment which we have. 

II. 

In all tho(e wits, whofe names have fpread To wide. 

And ev'n the force of time defy'd. 

Some failings yet may be dcfcry*d. 
Among the red, with wonder be it told. 
That Brutus is admir'd for Cesar's deadi; 
By vhidi he yet furvives in fame's immortal breath. 

Br u TVS, ev'n he, of all the reft, 
In whom we fhould that deed the moft deteft, 

Is of mankind efteem'd the be{}. 
As fnow defcending from (bme lofty hill, 
Is by its rolling courfe augmenting ftill; 
So from illuftrious authors down have roll'd 
Thoie great encomiums he received of old : 

Republlck orators ftill ftiew efteem. 

And gild their eloquence with (g) praife of him. 
But truth unveil'd like a bright fun appears, 
Tofhine away this heap of fev'nteen hundred years. 

III. 

In vam 'tis urg'd by an (/&) illuftrious wit, 
(To whom in all beiides I willingly fubmit) 
That Cjesar's life no pity could deferve 
from one who kill'd himfelf, rather than ferve. 
Had Brutus chofe rather himfelf to flay. 
Than any mafter to obey ; 

M 
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Happy for Rome had been that noble pride) 
The world bad then remain'd in peace^ and onl; 
Brutus dy'd. 
For he, whofe foul difdains to own 
Subjedlion to a tyrant's frown. 
And his own life would rather end ; 
Would, fure, much rather kill himfelf, diaii onl 
hurt his friend. 
To his own fword in the Philippian field 

Brutus, indeed, atlaftdid yield: 
But in tbofe times (elf-killing was not rare ; 
And his proceeded only from defpair: 

He might have chofen (i) elie to live^ 
In hopes another Cjesar would forgive ; 
Then, for the good of Rome, he could once more 
Confpire againft a life which had ipar'd his before. 



IV. 



Our coiintry challenges our utmoft care. 
And in our thoughts deferves the tendered fhare; 
Her to a thoufand friends we (hould prefer 
Yet not (i) betray 'em, tho' it be for her. 
Hard is his heart, whom no defert can move, 

A midrefs or a friend to love. 
Above wbate'er he does befides enjoy ; 

But may he, for their fakes, his fire or fons deftroy ? 

For facred jultiee, or for publick good, 

Scorn'd be our wealth, our honour, and our blood: 

In fuch a caufe, want is a happy (late ; 

£v*n low dj (grace would be a glorious fate ; 
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And detdi itieU> when noble fame furvivei. 
More to be vala'd than a thoafand lives. 

But 'ds not, (urely, of fo fair renown, 
To fpill another's blood, as to expofe oar own : 

Of all that's ours we cannot give too much ; 
But what belongs to friendfhip, oh ! 'ds facrilege 
to touch. 

V. 

(/) ** Can weftandby nnmov'dy and fee 
" Our mother robb*d and ravifh'd ? Can we be 

'^ Excus'd, if in her cauie we never ftir, 
^' Pleas'd vnth the ftrength and beauty of the ravifher ? 

Thus fings our bard with almoft heat divine ; 
Til pity that his thought was not (m) as (trong as fine. 
Woa'd it more juftly did the cafe exprefs. 
Or that its beauty and its grace were lefs. 
(Thus a nymph fbmetimes we fee, 
Who fo charming (eems to be. 
That, jealous of a foft furprize. 
We fcarce durft truft our eager eyes) 
Such a fallacious ambufh to efcape. 
It were but vain to plead a willing rape ; 
A valiant fon would be provok*d the more ^ [before ; 
A («) force we therefore muft confefs, but adted long 
A (0) marriage (incedid intervene, 
With all the folemn and the facred fcene; 
Loud was the Hymenean long ; 
'Hie violated * dame walk'd fmilmgly along, 

M 2 
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And in the midd of the moft facred daocc^ 
As if enamonr'd of his dght. 
Often fhe cad a kind admiring glance. 
On the bold (Iroggler for delight ; 
Who afterwards appeared fo moderate and cool, 
As if for publick good alone he fo deGr'd to rule. 



vr. 



But, oh ! that this were all which we can urge 

Againd a Roman of fo great a foul ! 

And that (p) fair truth permitted us to purge 

His h&y of what appears fo foul i 
Friendfhip, that facred and fublimeft thing I 
The nobleft quality, and chiefeft good, 

(In this Cq) dull age fcarce underdood) [i 
Ihfpires us with unufual warmth, her injur'd rib 
(r) Affift^^ye angels ! whofe immortal Wife, 
Tho' more refin'd, chiefly confifts in this-! 
(/) How plainly your bright thoughts to one anc 
Oh ! how ye all agree in harmony divine ! [fh 
The race of mutual love with equal zeal ye run 
A (/) courfe^asfarfromanyendyas whenatfirftbe 
(u) Ye faw, and fmil'd upon this matchlefs | 
Who dill betwixt *em did fo many virtues (hare, 
Some which belong to peace, and fome to ftri 
Thofe of a calm , and of an active life. 
That all the excellence of human-kind 
Concurred to make of both but one united mind 
Whi(:h friendfbip did fo faft and clofely bind, 
Not the lead cement could appear^ by which 
fouls were join 'df 
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Thai tye idiich holds our mortal framei 

Which poor unknowing we a foul and body name. 
Seems liota compbiition more divine^ 

Or more abfttule, than all that does in friendfliip dune. 

VIL. 

■ 

From mighty Css ah, and his boundlefs grace, 
Tho'fiRUTVS (w) once a^ leaft, his life reoaVd; 
Such (x) obligations, tho' fo high believ'd. 

Are yet butHight in fuch a cafe, 
Where friendfhjp fo poffefles all the place, 
There is no robm for gratitude ; fince he, [[be* 

V/ho fo obliges, is more pleased than his (av'd friend can 
Juft in the midd of all this noble heat, 

While their great hearts did both fo kindly beat. 
That it amaz'd the lookers on. 

And forc'd them to fufpedt a * father and a fon ; 

(Tho'hereev'nnature's felf ftill feem*d to be out-done) 
j^rom fuch a friendfhip unprovok'd to fall, 
Is horrid ; yet I wifti that fadl were ( y) all, [call. 

Which does with too much caufe ungrateful B&u tui 

viir. 

In cooled blood he laid a long defign 
Againft his bed and deared friend ; 
Did ev*n his foes in zeal exceed, 

To fpirit others up to work fo black a deed ; 
Himielf the (z) centre where they all did join. 

* Caeiar was (ulpedted to have begotten Brutus. 
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Gjes AR, mean time^ fearkfs, and fond of him| 

Was as induftrious all the while. 
To give fuch (a) ample marks of fond efteemi 
As made the graved Romans fmile. 
To fee with how much eafe love can the wife begaile. 

He^whom thus Brutus doomed to bleed^ 
' "Did, fetting his own race afide, 
Nothing lefs for him provide. 
Than in the world's great empire to (ucceed: 
Which we are bound in juftice to allow. 
Is ail-fufiicient proof to (how. 
That Brutus did not ftrike for his own lake: 
And if, alu ! he fail'd, 'twas only by mifiake. 
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W ^TT^ ^^ DvubtfuW] In which namber ire oompre- 
\ hcnded all the fceptics of both (brts, viz. they 
who without much confideratton are apt to flight the Ho^ 
Bible, and all religion depending on it, becauie they have nd-( 
tiierthepatience,nor the parts, to examine any thing through- 
1/; and others, more modeft, who would on (everal accounts 
accept thoib doArines which are taughtus,if their judgmenf^ 
informed by a well'meanlng and induftrious inquiry (which 
is all that God hal given us for our guide) did not perceive* 
ia iamt of them At lead, a manifeft abfbrdity ; apprehend- 
ing alio a kind of impiety in believing things inconfiftent not 
only with common ien(e, but with that reverend notion wt 
OQ^t to have of the Deity. They conceive it to be one of 
thofe abfurdities, that a poor animal, called a man, fliould be 
inveiled by God with a right of defpotick dominion overall 
(be reft of the creation, when all the while we are but too 
plainly (enflble of being unable to comprehend rightly the 
ninuteft part of it. Should we not (fay they) undervalue 
aodlaugh at one of ourlelves, forgiving a large patrimony to 
a booby (on, without in(lru£ting or breeding him up to under- 
ftaod or enjoy it.^ But when no other anfwer is to be well 
ttade, the reply to all is, that, as odd as this appears, yet God 
lias done it, and therefore we ought to believe it well done, 
>Qd hi^ly prudent ; which mod certainly is a true con(o- 
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^nence, if the premiles were right; but that will be examin- 
ed impartially in the following notes. 

(h) CoucerH*d.'\ A word of a double (ignification ; both of 
bdng interefted in a buHnefs, and of being troubled at any 
ill (bccefs of it. The word in this place implies both; firft, 
because the Doubtful are a part of mankind, who claim this 
dominion, and Co are reafbnably inquifitlve about it ; and (e- 
condly, becaule they have occafion to be troubled upon find« 
ing their title to it lb very weak, after (b much wealth and 
blood fpent in the controverfy. 'Tis well too, if we are not 
one day called to account, and made to pay dear cofts for (b 
contentious a quarrel. 

(c) Only one Man."] Here now comes properly the examt- 
a«tion of what grounds they go on, who pretend Aat God 
bJis done us this great honour, and that therefore we ought 
to believe it well and wifely done, whatever incongruities 
jnay appear in it ; which is a confequence that muft certain* 
\j be agreed to, if the firft part can be as well made out : biit« 
alas! (fay our fcepticks) when we come to that, infteadof c 
proof, there is nothing produced but one poor text in 6e« 
nefis, whether written by Mofes or (bme other roan (for 
that is now disputed among divines themfelves) is of no im- 
portance, fince a man dill, one of our own imperfeA, un- 
knowing kind; and, if he is to be credited on his ilngie word 
againft all our fcnfc and reafbn, in a thing al(b that leems 
to derogate £> much from the infinite wifHom of divine Pro- 
vidence, fore there is need fird of proving him infallibk ; 
whereas all the proof of that is only derived by tradition from 
other men (Hll, who therefore cannot certify for one another. 
*Ti$ liud alfb by theft (ccptics, that 'tis worth our obferving, 
kow the author of this text of man's dominion over all other 
creature*, has written another very extraordinary one; vix. 
that God walked in the garden of Eden in the cool of the even- 
ing ; which, if excusM on the account of being only a fignm- 
tive expreflion, yet much invalidates a narration of fuch a 
ynSk importance, that tropes and figures feem a little impro- 
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ftt in it. DiTinet are unwilling to fave its credit by the dif- 
ficnltjT of our under (landing the Hebrew tongue (tho* no ill 
ticofi, fince it is allowed to be fbmetimes unintelligible] for 
fear of their adverfaries making the Ame objeOion toother 
teztias extni'^rdinary, and perhaps to all the Old TeOamentj 
Vpoa the whole matter, and to end Co tedious a note, 'tis pro- 
bable the wile author of Genefis, for reafons that might be gi- 
ns, ui4 many more which we now cannot gut fs at, had fuuni 
it fit and neceilary to infufe this opinion of man's fuperiority 
into the Jews. And who knows but it was as needful to en- 
courage them againfl the beads of a wildernrfs in which they 
vandered (o long, as againfV the kings of Canaan ; whom 
MoSBSi like a wife leader, afTared them before-hand the Lord 
would deliver into their hands ? 

(d) Reafin.'] Left their aforefaid argument in defence of 
thif opinion may not appear convincing, divines have added 
that of Reafon, and fct it up to be not only an inflance, but 
an evidence of our title over all things; as being a particu* 
lar talent and blelling beftowed on mankind alone. But the 
fccpticks evade this again, 6r(l, by denying that 'tis a talent 
peculiar to man, fince other animals appear manifedl , endued 
with it, at leaft to fbme degree ; and, if that degree be found 
inferior, yet the diflference (eems as great (bmetimes between 
one man and another, and (perhaps they may fay merrily) e- 
ven between themselves and their adverfaries. Secondly, they 
find this Reafbn to be fuch a narrow, mifleading, uncertain 
^Multy, that, in their opinion, it is much unworthy of being 
thegreat credential from the mod high God, for domineering 
over all onr fellow-creatures, who indeed (eem ncith r to owe 
us, nor pay us obedience. And if the boideft maintainer of 
this opinion would be persuaded to take a walk into a wilder- 
neif of wild beads, (hewing his credential among them ; 'tis 
probable they would all pay as great fubmiSGon to it, as fuch 
a rational action deferved. 

(e) Cemfure, or Applaufi,"] Either of thefc. if any thing 
general, is enough to carry away the opinion of mod people* 

N 
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who Jadge more by the ear than the eye ; of which there we 
ridiculous inftances enough. 1 have feen a man who wai po* 
pular, not only excufed but applauded, on account of the ve? 
ty fame a£tion for which another lay juftly under a publick 
odium. 

(/) Snare.'] If we did not truft (b much to this nohk fa* 
colty of Realbn, but chiefly to our ienies, as other ereatnrcf 
4o ; we Ihould be no more deceiv'd than they arf^ who S^ 
dom play the fool and hurt themfelves by their profomd o(m» 
fiderations, as many a wife man does. Was any beaft tvcf 
ieen to leap chearfully into a fire, like the widows and flaya$ 
in India ? which tho' wives in thefe parts are not eztrcmaly 
apt to imitate ; yet, even among us, how many people, of all 
religions, have fuifered and fought out death on icvcrai acr 
counts, that are not much lefs unreafbnable ? 

(g) Praifes."] I believe no man had ever a greater repa* 
Cation than Brutus, not only for learning, parts, and eio* 
quence, but for a quality above all that, moral honei^: 
whofe glory therefore I would by no means endeayour to 
leflen, except in this fingle action ; nor in that neither, as to 
his defjgn in doing it ; for I have a real veneration for him* 
but yet more for truth. I fancy the general partiality for 
Brut us, as to his killing Cjesar, has proceeded from two 
caufes ; firfl, the common cuflom of the world to cry up 
whatever they are like to be the better for; and (o on tht 
contrary : as for example, prodigality, a vice equal to a?a* 
rice, tho' not fb fordid, is commonly r/ither commended than 
blamed, and called generofity, which is a virtue. Thus hi 
commonwealths (which, by the way, have bred always the 
beft writers) nothing could be more beneficial than killing 
any great afpiring perfbn ; and therefore thole refined wits 
put the befl glofs upon fuch inhumanities. The other cai|fe 
of their partiality is the almoflunparallelled merit of the man, 
whole very doing a thing was enough to make every body 
think it juft. But nothing is fb dangerous as to be led into 
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dikfoft of mi(hke for want of conHdering, tbat is the worfl; 
men do well (bmetimes, the very bed are not infallible. 

(f) ahefe U Uve.] This is the hardeft thing I have Aid of 
BiUTVt in this whole ode; which the thought of Cjssar'a 
denency, and bis ingratitnde, has wrung from me : for, tho' • 
Wnefii^r may carry himftlf afterwards Co unjuf^ly as to for- 
feit all title to our friendfliip, and perhaps toour (ervice alio; 
ytt to return him evil for good, is in my opinion horrible, 
isd tfaeTery reverie of Christ's excellent (ermon of mora- 
lity. And (ince he killM C^s a r after receiving a pardon of 
bis life fran him, I do Brutus no wrong in fuppofin]^ him 
again capable of the /ame fault againd another C ;es a a.whoni 
he neither knew, nor loved lb well ; fince the publick good 
tad liberty of Home were as much concern 'd in dedroying 
one as the other. 

(I) Betray."] In this in(lance of betraying a friend, and 
to the fbflowing one, of deftroying one's father, or children ; 
my meaning only is, that whatever obligation or concern we 
happen to be under, it may be a good reafbn for (acrificinn 
oor intereft to it, but not our honeily, by doing any iU-natur*d 
or immoral afiion. 

(/) Can '»€.'] In repeating thefe four verles of Mr. Cowley^ 
I have done an nnnfual thing ; for, notwithdanding that he it 
my adverfary in the argument, and a very famous one too, I 
eonld not endure to let (b fine a thought remain as ill ex- 
prefi'd in this ode as it is in his ; which any body may find by 
eomparing them together. But I would not be underflood as 
if I pretended to correct Mr. Cowley, tho' expreflion was not 
his beft talent : for, as I have mended thefe few veries of hifb 
I donbt not but he could have done as m uch (or a great many 
•f mine. 

(iff) j4s ftrong as fine.'] I, who oppofe his argument, mud: 
be allow'd to fay 'tis not a good one ; tho' at the fame time I 
acknowledge it to be (b fine a fallacy, and to have ibmething 
in it (b very fublime, that it impoies on our realbn, as much 
*i Cjbi ARdid on Rome ; and may be a little excnied by that 
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uTurper's spophthfigm, •* Si vioUndum eft ju, fCf 
'• caufa eft." 

(«; ^ Rape."] No-body argues well, who does not 
fairly; and therefore I freciy admit there was « Rape 
cafe at firft, which is not to be defended. Accor^j 
BRUTU& had killed Cjbsar at the famous battle of 
falia, he might have prevented this Rape, and his own 
befides in revenging it (b long afterwards. But, xnft 
coQ-piring againft his life at that time, he only beg] 
own. 

(o) j4 marriage fittce.'] Caesar was inezcufable fbi 
violence to his country ; yet Rome at laft finding him 1 
a governor, and fo excellent a per(bn in all rcfpe£ls, fiifc 
chcarfuUy to him ; all her greateft men, of whom Hi 
himfclf was one, acqiiiefcing entirely under his di^tc 
which has made me carry on Mr. Cowley's metaphor 
farther than he did, and give his violated matron in ma 
jfiippoHng Rome a wealthy bride, who, out of kindm 
prudence together, is willing enough to make the be; 
and 10 efpoufe an agreeable raviflier. 

ip) Fair Truth."] He was a wife roan who faid wom< 
(Wronger than either the king or wine ; but his wiiH> 
pcarcd mod in preferring Truth to them all. She has a 
outfliining all the art and eloquence in the world ; and 
not wonder to fee a very Dtift willing to die a mar 
her, tho' he believ'd no refurreAion, and expected no i 
There was one of that principle lately among the Tv 
man of parts, and in nothing fantaflical, who, rather t 
Bounce (bme doctrines he maintain 'dagainft a futi 
and the fooUfti Hiperftitioo of adoring Ma uombt 
rather to die as calmly and as confiderately as Soc 
liimfelf. 

iq) In this hafe ^ge,"] >Tis almoft incredible what 
Cients have written, and really performed of friendihi 
therefore we (ee the famous <Jd tragedies are often 
•U upon that ; whereas ours are only filled with love ; 
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d»' «fl ttndet a concern as the other, yet (a woman bebg 
one of the parties) is uncapable of mai«y fubiime thoughtf 
tbit anie among the men, a lex (<)much more knowing and 
wC&wc in the world. And e?en for ibftneTs icielf, it will be hard 
toibew a (bene more moving than that between Amyntor 
aodMLLAMTiUj in the Maid*s I'ragedy ; which 1 (bould be 
6rrjr to (ee without great emotion, fince *tis a (hrewdiign of 
l^^tng both dull and ili-natur'd. No-body has equalled the an- 
cients on this fiibje^, except Moht ag n e, who on all fubjeAr 
huhardly been equalled by the moderns. The word of it is, 
this friendfliip is a virtue which does not depend opon one's 
fclf alone to have ; for in foch a (elfifh age, one man, tho' ne« 
fcr {b capable of it, may look about a great while before he 
fiods out another; and this contract will never hold, without 
aa exaA counterpart. 

(r) j4JISJt, ye jingeU.'] All religions agree in believing that 
£)perior beings adifl us on ibme important occalions; hoc a- 
bove all Poetry, and efpedally this kind of it, has an c(bbliih- 
ed right to depend on infpiration. To fpeak truth, all poets 
have endeavoured to hide their vanity under this veil of pre- 
tended -modefty ; nothing (eemiog more humble than to di^* 
traft themlelves, and implore affiftance, while at the lame time 
tbey4>renim'd that (bmething like divine inipiraiion might 
ihine out in their poems. On which occalion (thele notes be- 
ing already a rambling (brt of rhaplbdy) I will venture to Ay 
a little on a fubjeA, of which others, for aught I can find, have 
sot laid much : I mean, of that which poets call a mule, by 
whom they pretend to be infpir'd, and is by all underftood to 
be a genius for poetry ; to which genius a poet may be allow- 
ed in ibme mealiire to pretend, becaule whoever wants it, tho' 
with never lb good words and fmooth cadence, is yet little 
better than a player at Crambo. My imperfe£t notion of a ge- 
nius is this, which I (ubmit to better judgments ; I think it a 
happy temper of the brain, fo equally mix'd of fancy and 
Judgment, that at great heat of imagination is apt to ipring 
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alliart of gune, Co the nnderftandiDg facnky is (Ull netr i 

hand, to fc\e€t the good, and to reject the reft. 

(/) How plainly, J This is according to the oniverfiil op 
aion of angels, that they need noorgansof (peedi amon 
themieWcs ; and their thoughts are commmucated to one s 
nother by what the {chooimen call intnitioa. Which, ho« 
ever true or faUe, is enough for a poet*s applying it ti^ thi 
Aibje£t of friendfliip, v^hich (cems, even among ns mortal 
to have (bmething of divine in it. 
, (f ) u4 Racf as far, &c.'] According to the Chriftiaa fiutl 
the angeif had a beginning, tho' they can have no end; aa 
we have as good an opinion of our own ibuls alio. 

(a) Tou faw and fnul*d,'\ Since angels are fuppos'd to h 
particularly concem'd for nankind (tho' I confers I thtn] 
we are very unworthy of that honour) they mnft needs b 
pleas 'd with feeing in us anylbrt of virtue, efpedally thi 
iort of friendihtp, Co much pra£tisM by them(eives. 
• (w) Ufe received,"] Belides that Brutus received hit Hf 
ODoe from Cjbsar on the account of the civil war, he wa 
very much fulpefted to be his fbn ; and the more, becaufe e 
his great fondnefs of him. *Tis certain the time of Cjbsar' 
intrigue with Servilia is very confident with it. Bnt hi 
forgiving him at Pharialia was not Co much as the leaft proo 
of it; for the mother's paft favours had been alone fuffici 
cnt to procure a pardon for her (on, elpecially with Co merci 
fill a nature as Cjbs ar's. 

(x) Obligations,'] This to fbme humours is like enough t 
appear an over-refinement ; and I expert they wiU rather fan 
cy to have the pleafnre of receiving good turns, let who wi 
take the other of doing them. But I appeal to many, if the; 
have not found the doing a kindncfs a much greater (atisfac 
tion than receiving one. Yet I admit the latter part to b 
very agreeable alio, when 'tis from worthy peribns; beb| 
k new inftance of their efteem and favour. 

(y) jill.] Becauie a fz€t committed in paflion, or by inad 
Tertcnce, is nothing in comparifbn with one done on delibera 
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tioD, and by a long-laid deHgn : which fo far czcus'd Ali* 
XAHDXK'ft killing of Clytus, that it has leflened his great 
fine of being generous and good-natured. 

(z) The Centre,'] This was Co great a defign, that none bat 
Ach an extraordinary perlbn as Brutus could have brought 
itabont by his influence over all the confpirators ; who being 
die chief patriots among the nobleft people that ever the Hin 
fliincd on. i cannot but think Brut us appears higher at the 
liead of fuch an illuftrious party, than C^sa r himfelf coii&>' 
ouukBng the whole Roman empire. 

(«) AmfU Afurif.] Cjes ar had in a publick manner gi- 
ven Brutus the preference to Cassius, and to all Room 
befides. by making him the chief Praetor a few days before 
he kiUcd hiro. 

(^) Emfire.'] It was generally believed in Rome, that 
CxsAR tbonght Brutus the fituft man to (ucceed him| 
which therefone cxcuies Brutus fo far, as ir is a proof of his 
preferring the good of the commonwealth, not only to his 
l)eft firiend, bntto the highed temptation of intereft and am- 
bition that could poflibly be laid in any man's way. 
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The RAPTURE. 



IYieUy I yield) and can no longer flay 
My eager thoughts, that force therofelves away« 
Sure, none infpir'd (whofe heat tranfports 'em ftiU 
Above their reafon, and beyond their will) 
Can firm againfl the (Irong impulfe remam : 
Genfure itfelf were not fo fharp a pain. 
Let vulgar minds fubmit to vulgar fway ; 
"What ignorance (hall think, or malice fay. 
To me are trifles ; if the knowing few, 
"Who can fee faults, but can (ee beautys too. 
Applaud that genius which thcmfelves partake^ 
And fpare the poet for the mufe's fake. 

The mufe, who raifes me from humble groundj 
To view the vaft and various world around : 
How fad I mount ! In what a wond*rous way 
I grow tranfported to this large furvey I 
I value earth no more, and far below 
Methinks I fee the bufy pigmies go. 
My foul entranced is in a rapture brought 
Above tlie common tracks of vulgar thought : 
With fancy wing*d, I feel the purer air, 
And with contempt look down on human care. 

Airy ambition, ever foaring high, 
Stands firll expos'd to my cenforious eye. 
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Behold (bine toiling np a flipp'ry hill, 
Where, thd* arriv'd, thqr muft be toiling dill : 
Some, with unfteady feet, juft falPn to ground ; 
Others at top, whofe heads are turning round. 
To this high fphere it happens dill that fome. 
The mod unfit, are forwarded to come ; 
Yet among thefe are princes forc'd to chufe. 
Or (eek out fuch as would perhaps refufe. 
Favour too great is fafely plac*d on none ; 
And Coon becomes a dragon or a drone; 
Either remifs and negligent of all, 
Ordfe imperioQs and tyrannical. 

The mnfe iiifpires me now to look again| 
And fee a meaner tort of fordid men 
Doating on little heaps of yellow duft ; 
For that defpifing honour, eafe, and luft. 
Let other bards, exprefCng how it diines, 
Deferibe with envy what the mifer finds; 
Only as heaps of dirt it feems to me. 
Where we (bch defpicable vermin fee ; 
Who creep thro' filth a thoufand crooked ways, 
Infeafible of infamy or praife : 
loaded with gnilt, they dill purfue their courfe; 
Not even reftrain'd by love, or friendftiip's force. 

Not to enlarge on fuch an obvions thought ; 
Behold their folly, which tranfcends their fault ! 
Alas ! their cares and cautions only tend 
1*0 gain the means^ and then to lofe the end* 
like heroes in romances, dill in fight 
^ormidreiTesthat pelddiem no delight. 
'Hiis, of all vice, does mod debafe the mind, 
^Id isitfelf th' allay to human-kind. 
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Oh, happy times ! when no fuch thing as coin 
E'er tempted friends to part, or foes to join i 
43pttle or corn, among thofe harmlefs men^ 
Was all their wealth, the gold and filver then: 
Corn was too bulky to corrupt a tribe^ 
And beH'wing herds would have betray'd the bribe. 

£v'n trafHck now is intercourfe of ill. 
And ev'ry wind brings a new mifchief (Ull ; 
By trade we flourifh in our leaves and fruity 
But av'rice and excefs devour the root. 

Thus far the mufe unwillingly has been 
Fix'd on the dull, lefs happy forts of fin; 
But, now more pleas'd, (he views the diffrent ways 
of luxury, and all its charms furveys. 
Dear luxury ! thou foft, but fure deceit 1 
Rife of the mean, and ruin of the great ! 
Thou fure prefage of ill- approaching fates ! 
The bane of empires, and the change of dates ! 
Armies in vain refift thy mighty pow'r ; 
Not the word condu(ft would confound them more. 
Thus Rome hcrfelf, while o'er the world (he flew, 
And did by virtue all that world fubdue. 
Was by her own vi(5torious arms opprefs'd. 
And catch *d infection firom the conquer'd Eaft; 
Whence all thofe vices came, which foon devour 
The beft foundations of renown and pow'r, 

Kut oh ! what need have we abroad to roam^ 
Who feej too much the fad effedsat home^ 
Of wild excefs ? which we fo plainly find, 
l>ecays the body, and impairs the mind. 
But yet grave fops roufl not prefume from heace 
To flight the facred pleafures of the fenfe : 
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Oor appetites are nature's laws, and giv'n 
Under the broad autbentick feal of heav'n. 
Let pedants wrangle^ and let bigots fight^ 
To pot reftraint on innocent delight ; 
But heav*n and nature's always in the right ; 
They woald not draw poor wretched mortals in^ 
Orgivedefires that (hall be doom'd for fin. 
Yet, that in height of harmlefs joys we may 
Lad to old age, and never lo(e a day ; 

Amidft our pleafares we ourfeives fhouIJ fpare. 

And manage all with temperance and care. 

The Gods forbid but we foroetimes may Hccp 

Oar joys in wine^ and lull our cares afleep. 

Itraifes natpre, ripens feeds of worthy 

As moift'ning pidtnres calls the colours forth ; 

Bat if the varnifh we too oft apply , 

Alas ! like colours, we grow faint and die. 

Hold, hold, impetuous mufe : I would rcilrain 

Her over-eager heat, but all in vain ; 

Abandon'd to delights, (he longs to rove ; 

I check her here, and now (he flies to love ; 

Shews me (bme rural nymph by (hepherd clias'd, 

Soon overtaken, and as foon embrac'd : 

Thegrafs by her, as (he by him is prefs'd ; 

For (hame, my mufe, let fancy guefs the reft : 

Atfach a point fancy can never ftay, 

Bat flies beyond whatever you can fay. 

Behold the filent (hades, the am'rous grove. 

The dear delights, the very a<ft of love. 

This is his loweft fphere, his country fcene, 

^here love is humbl", and his fare but mean ; 
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Yet fpringing up without the help of art. 
Leaves a fincerer relifti in the heart. 
More healthfully, tho' not fo finely fed. 
And better thrives than where more nicely bred. 
But 'tis in courts where rood he makes a (how, 
Andhighenthron'dy governs the world below ; 
For tho' in hiftories learn 'd ignorance 
Attributes all to cunnings or to chance ; 
Love will in thofe difgulfcs often fmile. 
And knows, the caufe was kindnefs all the while. 
"What ftory, place, or perfon cannot prove 
The boundlefs influence of mighty love i 
Where-e'er the fun can vigVous heat infpire. 
Both fexes glow, and languifh wiih deCre. 
The weary 'd fwain faft in the arms of fleep 
Love can awake, and often fighing keep ; 
And bufy gown-men, by fond love difguis'd, 
WiU leifure find to make themfelves defpis'd. 
The proudeft kings fubmit to beauty's fway ; 
Beauty itfelf, a greater prince than they, 
Lies fometimes languifhingwitli all its pride 
By a belov'd,tho* fickle lover's fide. 
I mean to flight the foft enchanting charm. 
But, oh ! my head and heart are both too warm, 
I doaton womankind with all their faults ; 
Love turns my fatire into fofteft thoughts ; 
of all that paflion which our peace dellroys. 
In (lead of mifchiefs, I defcribe the joys. 
But (hort will be his reign; (I fear too (hort) 
And prefent cares fhall be my future fport. 
Then love's bright torch put out, his arrows bro 
Loofe from kind chains, and from th' engaging yol 
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To all fond thoughts I'll (ing fuch counter-charms. 
Hie fair (hall iiften in their lovers arms. 

Kow the enthafiaftick fit is fpent, 
[ feel my weaknefi, and too late repent. 
As they who walk in dreams, oft climh too high 
For fenie to follow 'snih a waking eye ; 
And in fnch wild attempts are blindly bold. 
Which afterwards they tremble to behold : 
So I review theie (allies of my pen. 
And modeft roifon is returned agen ; 
My confidence I curie, my £ite accnfe, 
Scarce hold from cenfuring the facred mufjs. 

^o wretched poet of die railing pit, 
No critick cnrs'd with the wrong fide of wit, 
Is more (evere from ignorance and fpite. 
Than I with judgment againft all I write. 
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On Mr. HO BBS, and his Wrmngs. 

SUCH is the mode of thefe cenforioos J^jb^ 
The art is loft of knowing how to praift; 
Poets are ehvioas now, and feois akme 
Admire at wit, hecaufe thefn&Iyes have none* 
Yet whatfoe'er is Ky vain criticks tbooght, 
Praifing is harder much than fincKog £iult ; 
In homely pieces ev'n the Dntcfa excd, 
Italians only can draw beaoty well. 

As ftringSy alike wound ap, (6 eqntl prove^ 
That one refbunding makes the other move; 
From fuch a cauie our fatires pleafe (b mnd). 
We fympathize with each ill-natnr'd toudi ; 
And as the'fharp infedion fpreads about^ 
The reader's malice helps the writer out. 
To blame, iseafy; to commend, is bold; 
Yet, if the mufe infpires it, who can hold ? 
To merit we are bound to give applaufc. 
Content to fufFer in fo juft a caufe. 

While in dark ignorance we lay afraid 
of fancies, ghofts, and ev'ry empty fhade ; 
Great Hobbs appear'd, and by plain reafon's light 
Put fuch fantadick forms tofliameful flight. 
Fond is their fear, who think men needs muft be 
To vice enflav'd, if from vain terrors free; 
The wife and good, morality will guide, 
And fupcrftition all the world befide. 

In other authors, tho' the thought be good, 
'Tis not fometimes fo eas'ly underftood ; 
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"^hat jewel oft unpolifli'd has remain'd ; 
Some words (hould be left out^ and fome explain'd ; 
Sc that in learch of fenfe, we either ftray^ 
Or ^(e grow weary in ib rough a way. 
£at here fweet eloquence does always fmile^ 
In fuch a choice , yet unaffected ftyle, 
A% muft both knowledge and delight ini{>arty 
'Xlie force of reafon, with the flow*rs of art ; 
Clear as a beautiful tranfparent skin^ 
AVhich never hides the blood, yet holds it in : 
I^ike a delicious dream it ever ran, 
^s finooth as woman, but as ftrong as man. 

Bacon himielf, whofe univerfal wit 
IDoes admiration through the world beget. 
Scarce more his age*s ornament is thought. 
Or greater credit to his country brought. 

While fame is young, too weak to fly away, 
Malice purfues her, like fome bird of prey ; 
£ut once on wing, then all the quarrels ceafe ; 
£nvy herfelf is glad to be at peace, 
Gives over, weary'd with fo high a flight, 
Above her reach, ancf fcarce within her fight. 
XioBBS to this happy pitch arriv*d at laft, 
IMight have lookM down with pride on dangers pad : 
Sut fuch the firailty is of humankind, 
IMen toil for fame, which no man lives to find ; 
Xwong rip'ning under ground this China lies; 
Fame bears no fruit, till the vain planter dies. 
Thus nature, tir'd with his unufual length 
Of life, which put her to her utmoft ftrength, 
Such (lock of wit unable to fupply. 
To fpare herfelf, was glad to let him die. 
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Written over a Gate. 



H£RE lives a nian^ wh6, by rdatioil^ 
Depends upoii predeftination ; 
For which the learaed and the wife 
His underftanding much defpile : 
But I pronounce with loyal tongue 
Him in the right^ them in the wrong. 
For how codid fiich a wretch Tucceed i 
But that^ alas^ it was decreed! 
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The MIRACLE, 1707. 

MERIT they hate, and wit they flight ; 
They neither adt, nor reafon right^ 

And nothing mind but pence. 
Unskilfol they vifiorious are, 
Condod a kingdAQ without car^ 

A coi^nqt ivritfaput fenfe. 
SoMipsEspnc^, 4nd JpSHUAy 
And that virago PaaoR A, 

Beftrid poor Israel : 
Like rev'rence pay to thele ! lor who 
CobU fide ^ mtW as fhey do, 

V^ithQUf a IBAi^clc i 



nyf miscei^lAKiesw 



ODE on the Death of Henry Purce] 

«9et to MuGd^. 



Goo D angels Aiatch'd him eagerly on high; 
Joyful they flew, finging and (baring ihfo' 
Teaching his new-fiedg'd ibUl U> fly ; £i 
While we, alas ! lamenting Ke. 
He went muCng all along> 
CompoCng neiir their ktev'nly foiig< 
A whilehis skilful notes* loddhaUehijahl^diiywn'd 
But foon they ceasM their own ^ tb catch hit pleal 
I>A VI D himfelf improv'd the harmony, [foo 
David in facred (lory fo renown*d 
No lefs for mufick, than for poetry ! 
Genius fublirtie in dther art ! 
Crown'd with applaufe fuTp&ffing all'defert! 

A man jiid after God's own heart! 
If human caiies ar« lawful tothebteft^- 
Already fettled in eternal reft; 
Needs muft he wifh that Pua cell only might- 
Have liv'd to fet what he vouchfaf 'd to writer 
For, fure, the noble third of fame . 
With the frail body never dies ; 
But with the foul afcendt the skier 
From whence at firft it came. 
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'Tls lure no little proof we have 
That part of us furvives the grave, 
nd in our fame below (till bears a (hare : 
Hxy is the future elfe fo much our care^ 
f*n in our lateft moment of defpair ? 
ad death defpis^d for fame by all the wife and brave I 

Oh, all ye bled harmonious choir ! 
Iio pow'r Almighty only love^ and only that admire ! 
Jx)ok down with pity from your peace&l l^w^^ 

On this fad iOe perplex'd. 

And ever, ever vex'd 
With anxious care of trifles, wealth, and pow'r. 
In our rough minds due reverence infufe |^mufe. 
r iweec melodious founds, and each harmoniout 
Mnfick exalts man's nature, and infpires 
^h ele^rated thoughts, or gentle, Ipn^ dcliresf 



If I 
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On the Lpfs of an only Son^ 

ROBERT Marquis of Nor: 



OUR monui)g*s gay and fluning ; 
The days our joys declare ; 
At ev'ning no repining ; 
And night's all void of care. 

A fend tranfported mother 

Was often heard to cry, 
Ohy where is fach another 

So blefs'd by Heav'n as I ? 

A child at fird was wanting; 

Now fuch a Ton is fent. 
As parents mod lamenting 

In him would find content. 

A childyof whom kind Heaven 

Not only hope bellows. 
But has already given 

Him all our hopes propofe. 

The happy fire's poflefllng 

His (hare in fuch a boy, 
Adds (till a greater blefling 

To all my other joy. 
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^i]t ah ! this (hiny weather 
Became too hot to laft; ' 

^lack clonds hegan to gadielr^ 
And all the sky o'ercaft. 

S^iAtsen'fWernigeiy ^ 
iVluB Be droim'diii teiri; 

And difinal fiid pielaget 

Come tfaond'rlfig in our ears^ 

• « 

Thie doobts that made os kngvifli^- 

Did worfey (kt worTe thiui kiiti 
l[ttf oh, with all their aiig«Uh> ^ . 

Would W8 had dottbmi^f 

By why ft Mkli dSgreffion^ 
thisfat^bftto(hoW? 

Alas, diiref'a no e^cprelTioii 
Can tell a purefit^s woe ! 
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On Mr. POPE, and his Poems. 



WITH age decay'd^ with coaruandbui'ners tir'dj 
Caring for nothing bat what pde re^uiir'd^ 
Too ferions now a wanton mufe to cQnjt» 
And from the criticks fafe arriv'd in port; 
X iitde thought of laonching forth agen, 
Amidft advent'rous rovers of the pen ; 
And^ after fome fmall undelervM fuccefs, 
Thus hazarding at laft to make it left. 

Encomiums fuit not thb cenlbrious time, 
Itfelf afubje^t for fatirick rhyme ; 
Ignorance honourM, wit and worth de&m'd, 
JPoUy triumphant, and ev'n Homeu blap^'d. 

But to thijB Genius, join'd with fompcb aft. 
Such various learning mix*d in ev*ry part. 
Poets are bound a loud applaufe to pay ; 
Apollo bids it^and they muft obey. 

And yet fo wond'rous, Co fublime a thing. 
As the great Iliad, fcarce ffaouldmake me fingj 
Except I jufUy could at once cpmniend 
A good companion, and as firm a friend. 
One moral, or a mere well-natur'd deed. 
Can all defert in fciences exceed. 

Tis great delight to laugh at fome mens wayi ; 
Su^ a n^uch greater to ^ive merit praife. 



r 
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St A N Z AS. 



WHenoe'ef liiy foolif^bent to pcbfici gbod, 
Oir fonder zeal for ibme mifgaided princ^^ 
Shall make my dang'rous humour underftooid. 
For changing minifters for men of fenfer 

V/hen vaidy proud to (hew my pvMTck'dire^ 
And ev'n a^m'd to (ee three dadom fool'd/. 

I (hall no longer bear a wretched (hare 
In ruling ill, or being over-rul'd: 

Then^ a^ old letchers in a winter's night 
To yawning hearers all their pranks dlfclole ; 

And what decay dieprives them of deHght, 
Supply with vain endisavours to impo(e : 

Juft fo (hall I as idly entertain 

Some tripling patriots, fond of (eeming wi(e^ 
Tetty how I ftiir coti'd great employments gain^ 
iP^^out conceding truths, orwhifp'ring lyes; 

Boaft of fucceecKng in my country's cau(e 
Ev'n againft fome almoCl too high to blame ; 

Whom, when advancM beyond the reach of laws^ 
I oft haveridicuFd to fenfe and (haine: 



Say, I refifted the mod potent fraud ; 

Butfriendlefs merit openly approv'd; 
And^^at I vas above the h»ng aVd 

Npl only by my princf^ ^ut tbpie he lov'd : 

Who knows but my example then may pleafe 
Such noble, hopeful fpirits as appear 

Willing to flight their plet&resy and their eale^ 
fbrfiune aimI honour? till at lad they hear, 

After much tffoubk.horne» and danger run^ 
The crown aflifted, and my country ferv*d ; 

Without good fortune I. had been undone. 
Without a good eftate I might have ftarv'd. 
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TheEleftion of a Poet Laureat 

in 1719. 



A Famous aflirobly was fummon'd of late : [fiate ; 
To crown a new Laureat came Phoebus in 
'^th tttthat MoKTFAucoN himfelf couU defire^ 
ISs boWy burel^ harp^ and abundance of fire. 

At Bartiemew-Fair ne'er did bullies (6 jufile, 
Ko country ele^ion e'er made fach a baftle: 
From garret, mint, tayem, they all poll away^ 
Some thirlBng for fack, fome ambitious of bay. 

All came with full confidence, flufli'd with vain hope. 
From CiBBBR andDuRFEY, to Prior and Pope. 
Phoebus fmil'd on thefe la(b, but yet ne'er chelefs. 
Said, he hop'd they had got enough by the prefs. 

« 

With a huge mountain-load of heroical lumber, 
'Which from Tonson to Curll ev'ry prefs had 

groan'd under) 
Came Bl — e, and cry'd, Look, all the(e are my lays ; 
Butatprefent I beg you'd but read my essays. 

Lampooners and criticks rufh'd in like a tide, 
^tern Dennis and Gilpon came firft fide by fide. 
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Apollo confefsM that their lafhes had (lings. 
But beadles and hangmen were never chofe kings. 

Steel long had fo cunningly manag'd the town. 
He could not be blam'd for expelling the crown : 
Apollo demurr'd as to granting his wifli. 
But wilh'd him good luck in his project of fi(h. 

Lame Congreve, unable fuch things to endure^ 
Of Apollo bcgg'd either a crown or a cure; 
To refufe fuch a writer, Apollo was loth. 
And almoft inclin'd to have granted him both. 

WhenBu CK I n g h am came, he fcarce car'd to be fccn 
Till Phoebus defir'd his old friend to walk in : 
But a laureat peer had never been known ; 
The commoners ckim'd that place as their own. 

Yet if the kind God had been ne'er fo inclin'd 
To break an old rule, yet he well knew his mind, 
"Who of fuch preferment would only make fport. 
And laugh'd at all fuitors for places at court. 

Kotwithftanding this law, yet La ns down wa! 

nam'd, 
But Apollo with kindnefs his indolence blam'd; 
And faid he would chufe him, but that he (hould fear, 
An employment of trouble he never could bear. 

A* prelate for wit and for eloquence fam'd, 
Apollo foon mifs'd, and he needs not be nam'd; 

* Dr, Attcxbury, blfliop of Rochcfter, 
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%ceamidft a whole bench, of which fome are (b bright^ 
No one of them fhines (b learnM and polite. 

1*0 Shipped, Apollo was cold with refpefl, 
^ince he for the ftate could the mufes negle^ : 
^ut faid, in a greater aflembly he fhin'd, 
-^nd places -were things he had ever declined. 



R p, Y G andVANBRUGH expe<5led reward, 

^or feme things writ well ; bat Apollo declar'd^ 
^hat one wis too flat^ the other too rough^ 
-^d the third fure already had places enough. 

l*ert B l l came next, and demanding the bays, 

^aid, Thoie works mud be good, which had Addi* 

son's praife; 
iBut Afollo reply'd, Child Eustace, 'tis known^ 
^oft authors will praife whatfbever's their own. 

TTien Ph Ps came forth, as ftarch as a Quaker^ 

"Whofe firople profeffion's a Padoral -maker ; 
Apollo advis'd him from playhoufe to keep, 
•^nd pipe to nought elfe but hi« dog and his fheep* 

W — HEs, F — TON, and G — Y, camelaftin the train. 
Too modeft to ask for the crown they would gain : 
Phoebus thought them too baihful, and faid they 

would need 
^ore boldnefs, if ever they hop'd to fucceed. 

Apollo, now driv'n to a curfed quandary, 
WaswKhing for Swift, or the fam'd lady Mart: 
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Nay, had hone(l Tom Southern but been withi 

call 

But at lad he grew wanton, and laugh'd at them all 

And fo fpylng one who came only to gaze, 
A hater of verfe, and defpifer of plays ; 
To him in great form, without any delay, 
(Tho' a zealous fanatick) prefented the bay. 

All the wits flood aftonifh'd, at hearing the God 

So gravely pronounce an election fo odd : 

And tho' Prior and Pope only laugh'd in lus&CCj 

Mod others were ready to (ink in the place. 

Yet fbme thought the vacancy open was kept^ 
Concluding the bigot would never accept : 
But the hypocrite told them, he well underftooil, 
Tho' the fun^ion was wicked, the ftipend was good 

At laft in rufh'd Eusde n, and cry'd, ^^ Who fhd 

have it, 
** But I, the true laureat, to whom the king gave it 2 
Apollo begg'd pardon, and granted his claiin ; 
But vow*d tho'j till then he ne'er heard of his name. 
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On the T I M E S. 



rC £ in vain our parfbns teadi^ 
\aar, for once, a poet preach, 
e has loft its veryname, 
id coz'nage thought the lane ; 
laying well the game, 
ontrivances we fee 
but ingenuity ; 
fortunes often made 
"frauds in ev'xy trade, 
I an aukward child afford 
;h to wed the greateft lord* 
liier ftarves to rsdfe a (on ; 
once the fool is gone, 
of thrift icarce (erve a day, 
idl fquanders all away, 
nds fneaking for a place, 
toiling for their pay; 
\ the wives undo thor race 
petticoats and play : 
ing boys to drink and dice, 
ing girls to comedies, 
e ma- ma's intrigues are (hown, 
li ere long will be their own. 
g firft at (ermon flept, 
us day is weekly kept 
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By worfe hypocrites, than men. 

Till Monday comes to cheat agen. 

Ev*n among the nobleft-boro. 

Moral virtue is a fcorn ; 

Gratitude, but rare at bed ; 

And fidelity a jed. 

All our wit but party-mocks ; 

All our wifdom; railing (locks : 

Counted folly to defend 

Sinking fide, or falling friend. 

Long an officer may ferve; 

Prais'd and wounded, he may (tanre ; 

No receipt to make him rife. 

Like inventing loyal lyes. 

We, whofe anceftors have fhin'd 

In arts of peace, an(} fields of fiune, 
To ill and idlenefs indih'd, 

Now are grown a pablick fhame. 
Fatal that inteftine jar, 
Which produced our civil war ! 
Ever fince, how fad a race ! 
Senfelefs, violent, and bafe I 
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On the Duke of York baniflied to BrufTels. 



I Feel a firange impal(e, a (Itong defire, 
(For what vain thoughts will not a mu(e inipire ?) 
To Cng on lofty (ubjedtt, and to raife 
% own low fame, by writing Jame s's praife. 

Oft have we heard the wonders of his youth ; 
Obferv'd thofe feeds of fortitude and truth ; 
Which fince have fpread fo wide, fo wondrous higb^ 
The good diftrefs'd beneath that (belter lie. 

In arms more adive than ev'n war requir'd^ 
And in the midfl of mighty chie^ admired. 
Of allHeav'n's gifts, no temper is fo rare, 
As ib much courage, mix'd with fo much care. 

When martial fire makes all the fpirits boil^ 
And forces youth to military toil ; 
Ko wonder it (hould fiercely then engage ; 
Women themfelves will venture in a rage: 
But in the midd of all that furious heat^ 
While fo intent on actions brave and great^ 
For other lives to feel fuch tender fears, 
And carelefs of his own, to care for theirs; 
Is that compofure which a hero makes. 
And which illudrious York alone partakes, 
With that great * man whofe fame has flown fo far^ 
Who taught him firft the noble art of war. 

♦ The Marefchal de Turcnnc. 
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Oh wondrous pair ! whom equal virtues crown 9 
Oil worthy of each other's vaft renown ! 
Kone but Turen n e with York could glory (hare. 
And none but Yor k deienre (b great a matter's care. 

Scarce was he come to blefs his native ifle^ 
And reap the fbft rewards of glorious toil. 
But like A LCiDEs, ftiU new dangers call 
His courage forth, and ftiU he vaaqniih'd aH. 

At fea> that bloody icene of boundlefs rage^ 
Where floadng caftles in fierce flames engage, 
(Where Mars himfelf does frownbgly command. 
And by lieutenants only fights at land) 
For bis own fame howe'er he fought before, 
For England's honour yet he ventar'd more. 

In tbofe black times, when h&ion raging high. 
Valour and innocence were forc'd to fly, 
With Yo R K they ffed ; but not depreft his mind } 
Still) like a diamond in the dutt, it (hin'd. 
When from afar his drooping friends beheld 
How in didrefs he ev'n himfelf excelPd ; 
How to his envious fate, his country's frown, 
His brother's will, he facrific'd bis own ; 
They rais'd their hearts, and never doubted more 
But that jatt Heav'n would all our joys re(h>re. 
So when black clouds furround heav'n 's glorious 
Tempeftuous darknefs cov'ring all the place ; 
If we difcern but the leaft glimm'ring ray 
Of that bright orb of fire which rules the day ; 
The chearful fight ourfiiinting courage warms; 
Fix'd upon that, we fear no future harms. 
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ON THE 



DEITY. 



W Retched mankind ! void both of flrrngth and 
Dextrous at nothing but at doing ill ! [skill I 
In merit humble, in pretenfion high ; 
'^mong them none, alas ! more we.ik than I ; 
-And none more blind : tho* ftill I worthlefs thought 
I'he bed 1 ever fpoke, or ever wrote. 

■f^ut zealous heat exalts the humbled mind ; 

M^ithin my foul fuch ftrong impulfe I find 
^hcheav*nly tribute of duepraifeto pay: 
-•^crhaps 'tis (acred, and I mult obey. 

Yet fuch the fiibje*5ts, various, and fo high ! 
Stupendous wonders of the Deity ! 
-^liraculous cfFedls of boundlcfs pow*r ! 
-^ nd thjt as boundlefs goodnefs (hin'.ng more ! 
''^11 thefe, fo numberlefs, my thoughts attend, 
^h where (hall 1 begin, or ever end? 

K 
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Bat on that theme which ev*n the wife abule^ 
So facredy fo fublimey^nd (b abdrufe. 
Abruptly to break off, w^nts no excufe. 

While others vainly drive ro know thee more 
Let me in fi lent reverence adore ; 
Wifhing that human pow'r were higher rais*d| 
Only that thine might be more nobly prais'd ! 
Thrice happy angels in their high degree ; 
Created worthy of extolling thee ! 



THE END, 
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JULIUS CAESAR, 

ALTERED; 

WITH A 

PROLOGUE AND CHORUS; 



BY HIS GRACE 

JOHN DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

ALTERATION 

* 

O F 

Julius caesar. 

• 

HOP £ to mend Sn akespsahe! or to match hisfVyle! 
' rb (uch a jc(V, rnouU make a Stoick fmile. 
^00 fnMA of fame, oar f ott ibtfs too high ; 
^«t firccly ounk he wnnts ihc wings to fly : 
$0 icniible of hu prefuanptuous thought, 
"^hat he coofi fles while he does the fault : 
TtiftU to. the Far will no great wonder prove, 
\^ho oft in blulhes yield to what they love. 

Of greateft aOions, and of nobleft men, 
"This llory moft deserves a poet's pen. 
^or who can wilh a ibcBC more juftly fam^d, 
Allien Rome and mighty Julius are hot namM ! 
"Hint (late of heroes, who the world had brav'd I 
That wond'rous man. who iiich a ftate inllavM! 
'^ct loth he was to take Co rough a way, 
Mad alter govern 'd with (b mild a fway. 
At di(hiOGe now of (cv*nteec hundred ycvi^ 
Methinks a lovely rtviftier appears ; 
"Wlicm iho' forbid by virtue to excufe, 
Ji nymph might pardon, and could «carce refule. 



Draniads Perlbnae. 

JULIUS CAESAR, dictator. 

BRUTUS, 

CASSIUS, 

DEC. BRUTUS, > comsfikato ks. 

TREBONIUS, 
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M- ANTONIUS. 
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TBIt FLAT BEGINS THE PAT BBPORS CaES Al't DRi 
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! ACT I. SCENE I. 

I 

I ■ 

t 

Enter inuo Roman Senators at one door^ Tr e b o n I U s 
I and C A s c A at another. 

HI Senator. 
AIL, good Trebonius. 
2 Senator- 
Health to worthy Casca. 
. Will you go with us to the fports to-day ? 

I Senator. 
Before this Ci£S ar's time, we had no (hews 
Magnificent as thefe. 

Trebonius. 
But we had triumphs : 
^nd tho' the conqueror fat high exalted. 
We all partook both of his fame and merit: 
The gaz'd-on warrior in the gilded chariot 
Enjoy 'd his fill of fame, but, as Rome's fubje^l: 
And, to his great renown in glorious arms, 
A higher, roach more valu'd crown, was added; 
Immortal praife for ferving well his country. 

Casca. 
Oh how our hearts were fir'd at Pompe Y 's triumphs ! 
The blood more lively danc'd within our veins: 
The very image of it ftrikes my fancy ! 
Methinks I fee a thoufand noble captives 
Drooping with grief, which yet was lighter made 
By his kind ufage. After came the treafures ; 
Oar treafures 1 for it was not then as now^ 
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When one man's greedy gnpe ingroiles all. 
We did not, as law-fuiters for contention, 
Disburfe more charges than the prize was wot 
Grow beggars, only to make others rich. 

TrEBON'US, 

But then, at lafl, behold ev'n captive kings 
In golden chains with penlive thought look do 
Remembring they had us'd their fubjeds worfc 

Casca. 
Yet fhewM a gloomy comfort through their fad 
For being vanqui(h*d by fo brave a people. 

Treboni us. 
Which of us, then, oh which of us went home 
From fuch a fpedacle unmov'd with joy. 
With virtuous pride, to fee our blood well fpei 
Our treafures managed, and our glory rais'd ? 

Casca. 
Yet ev'n to Pomp ey, chief of all our ftate, 
Ko Roman but difJainMa mean fubmifGon; 
A tribute only owing to the Gods. 

Trebonius. 
But now we crouch, and ftand in fervile awe; 
Like children, fear the goblin we have made. 
This Ca ESAR, tho' dictator, is our creature. 
And from elcdlion all his pride proceeds. 

Casca. 
We meet thcfe murmurs now in ev'ry mouth; 
111 boding founds to late unfettled powV, 
Like new-built houfes, eafily blown down. 

Trebonius. 
Yet Cae,sar, ftill intrepidly fcrene. 
Goes proudly on, defpiiing us, and danger. 
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SCENE II. 

Entet a Croud of common Trade/men. 

Gasca. 
Ws all this croudy and whither are ye goings 
7 gazing fellow-citizens i To wait 
1 your own (hame, and flare upon your bondage ? 

I Tradesman. 
now not what you mean by (hame and bondage : 
e |0 to fee great Caesar^ and the fports. 

Casca. 
d much good do you, friend : you little think, 
e man you (b admire would be your'mader. 

Tradesman. 
mafler ! He would fcorn fo mean a (ervant. 
)pe jou will not jeft at mighty Caesar ! 

[Casca laughs , 
Casca. 
ily laugh at you for loving Cassar. 

Tradesman. 
il that all ? Weil, Sir, make bold with me ; 
have a care of meddling with your betters. 

Casca. 
£rs ! Thou fawcy citizen, be (ilent. 

Tradesman. 
inl am hu(h'd. Speak you. Sir. 

Casca. 

What, to fools ? 
meni whole minds are funk in low fubmilCon I 
a freehand yet contented to be flaves P 
n'd like the dull ftrong horfe, to bear a rider ? 

S 
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"Well, we may wifh, and vent our rage in curies : 
May Caesar-—— 

Tradesman. 
Hold ; and hear if he fpeaks treafon. 

Casca. 
May Cae s AR live^ as long as good men wiih htm i 

Tradesman. 
Why y what does this man mean ? he prays for Ca E s A t »^ 
Long may he live Rome's great, and wife didhtor ! 

Trebonius. 
Oh, my good friends, how blind are thofe deflres ! 
Did you but know how much you curfe yourfelveS| 
Ko people, fure, would be fuch fclf-deftroycrs, 
The' but in wifh. Did ever men before 
Pray for continuance of a tyrant ague 
That (hakes their very fouls ? See, how Rome tremUev 
And looks all pale, with lofs of guiltlefs blood 1 
Who has not lo(l a kinfman, or a friend, 
Whofe honed life the war has facrific'd 
To this man's wild ambition ? 
Nay, are not you dead too ? fince in his powV 
To kill you when he pleafes ? with thisdifF'rencc; 
That death, once come, frees you from all itsforcCi 
Which evVy hour ye now expe<5l with terror. 
Before, this fatal time each good man here 
Was marter of the world, and fhar'd the poi¥*r ; 
Kings waited on your votes, and watcH'd your wiUt* 
But now (I weep to fay how fad a change !) 
Thegreatnefs, nay the goodnefs of this Caesar, 
Is founded on our bafenefs : For, alas ! 
What mud wc be, to be forgiv'n by him ? 
And do you think, becaufe he gives you pleafures. 
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Treats you v^th ihows^ and popular appearance, 

That all this feeming foftncfs is not fhadow ? 

A very trick to lull your thoughts afleep. 

And then fubjeft them ? make them mild^ and tame, 

Fit for the fervile u(c of being fubje^s ? 

Thofe lofty thoughts, which^ like true mettled hawks, 

Were us'd to fly fo ftrong, and foar fo high. 

Which nature has defign'd to prey on tyrants, 

Aod not to (erve them ; now are whifUed off 

With ev'ry pageant pomp, and gawdy (how. 

lorftame ! repent of fuch a childifh folly ; 

Aod rather tear, like Cato, your own bowels. 

Than live to fee your country torn by tyrants. 

Casca. 
And Pomps Y too, methinks, fhould be remember'd. 
Who ^ied for you (6 lately ; on whofe ruin 
This Caesas. (lands, and fcorns us all beneath him. 

Trebonius. 
See if they are not movM ; the Roman foul 
Now fwells within them. Go, my worthy friends ; 
And, if you needs will fee your tyrant's triumph, 
Gaze on him then with angry envious eyes : 
Beev*ry one a Bafilisk to him ; 
Kill him with (taring. 

I Citizen. Igf W'R j) 

Farewel, worthy lords ! Vg^^*^? <V 

You love your country, and we love you foritr^ ^ 

Trebonius. 
Shall we not be accus'd for this ? 

Casca. 
No matter; 
We break no laws dther of Gods or men : 

S 2 
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SOy if we fall, it is with reputation ; 

A fate which cowards (hun, and brave men (eek* 

If Caesar punifhmen for fpeaking truth| 

My honed tongue (hall dare his utmoft doom. 

But here he comes, with all that pomp and pri<)e 

In which young pow'r fo childifhiy delights. 

SCENE TIL 

Ent^r Caesar attended ^^ A n to n y, Brutus, O** 

s I u s , and many other Senators : Jits damn in a tff^' 
nificent featy to behold feveral divertifements a^^^ 
the Roman manner^ When thefports are ended, ^^* 
lOViH prefents him a crown. 

Antonius. 
Hall, mighty man ! thou Godlike Carsar, hail ^ 
Stoop to our wifhes, and vouchlafe to wear 
This crown, prefented thee by all mankind : 
Shine on us, like the fun, in your full luftre; 
While Rome revived lies basjking in ypupr beams. 
And flourifhes beneath that kindly heat. 
Adorn us with your powV, and make us proud 
Of being fubjedls to fo great a king. 

Caesar. 
I am not calPd your king, but your dictator; 

[Caesar defc^ndsfram his fecr^ ^* 
the middle of thejic^if, 
A name, I hope, that bears as great a found ; 
If not, *tis no vain titles that can help it ; 
Therefore 1 both refufe, and flight a crown, 

\He puts back the crown nuitb bis haf^f 
at which the people ^ut for joj. 
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VVhich can add aothiDg to my power, or Rome's, 
(-^inglad, 9iy friends, you are foeadly pleas'd 
With my rdfufing what 1 think below me ; 
Were it above me, I fliould quickly reach it* 
Vour kings, it (eeros, exerted pow'r fo ill, 
^hat yoa expelled the hated name for ever* 
But 'tis the tyranny, not name, ye fear ; 
And tbat my foul abhors, as much as you. 
'Witnefs, ye <jods, I have no other aim 
Than to advance your good, and my own honour* 

Antonius. 
Take then this ^own, which feems fo much for both ; 

{Offering the crown once more. 
For pow'r weU plac'd, can never be noo great. 

Caesar. 
Agun! this needs not ; 'tis unfeemly joy ; 

[Caesar refufes it, anj tbeyfljout 
0fecond timf» ■ 
It looks as if you doubted me before, 
And are furpriz'd to find my moderation, 

Antonius. 
Tis I, Sir, am furpriz'd ; but 'tis with grief, 

{He offers the crown the third tinu. 
To fJre you fhun a pow'r, you ought to fcek ; 
At leaft, rejed it not with fuch irrev'rence ; 
Crowns are the &ireft prefents of the Gods. 

Caesar. 
Again ! {He refufes it again, and they 

fhout the third time* 
Peace, you unmannerly, unthinking croud ! 
Are you fo pleas'd ? and have I no way left 
But this^ to be as popular ai Pomps y i 
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How have I U8*d my pow'r, that yoa fhould fear it i 
Then, to be more fecure, here take my life ; 
I freely offer it to evVy Roman: 
Let out that blood, you think boils with ambition; 
I'd rather lofe it, than out- live my fame; 
Nor wou'd accept of pow'r, unlefs to pleafe. 
I feel their pulfes, and I find them beat 

[To AnrovY afidf* 
Fev'rifh, and high, unfit for tnj defigns : 
Their reafbn loft, they rave for liberty. 
Like lunaticks, confinM for their own good^ 
Strive for a fatal freedom to be ruinVi. 

Antonius. 
Therefore in pity^ Sir, reftrain them more. 

Caesar. 
I'll guard them £rom themfelves, their own worftfcei; 
And will have pow'r to do whate'er I pleafe; 
Yet bear my thunder in a gentle hand. 
Like Jove, 1*11 fit above; but 'tis to (how 
My love and care of all the world below. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 
Messenger. 
•Some other fports are in the field of Mars^ 
And only wait your prefence. 

Caesar. 

Let us go. 
The ev'ning is far fpent, it will be dark ; 
And I, thou know'ft, have not been well to-day. 

[7pBrut0«" 
Exeunt Caesar, ^i^^ Antony. 
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SCENE IV. 

Cassius. 
'ou not waiton C a e s a r to the courie i 

Brutus. 

Cassius. 
How fo 1 

Brutus. 
I am not fit for {ports ; 
: the airy humour of Marc Antony. 
e not hinder, Cassius, your defires. 

Cassius. 
usy I have obferv'd you much of late ; 
not from your eyes that gentlenefs, 
low of love, which I was us'd to find ; 
n my cares, that only come from kindnefi; 
carriage is a little too referv'd, 
xinge, to friends who would be more familiar* 

Brutus. 
r u s, midake me not : if I have veil'd 
ok, I turn the trouble of my countenance 
f upon my(elf : I am of late 
»led with pafiions of a different nature^ 
ptions only proper to myfelf, 
1 give perhaps (bme foil to my behaviour, 
t not therefore my good friends complain, 
ngft which number Cass i us is the chief) 
lifinterpret farther my negledt ; 
link poor Br u t u s, with himfelf at war, 
ti the ihows of love to other men. 
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Cassivs. 
I am iDoft glad to find I was mifiaketa. 
That error made this bread of mine conceal 
Thoughts of great value, worthy of your ear: 
Tellme^ good Brut us, can you fee your face? 

Brutus. 
No, C A s s I u s ; for, the eye fees not itfelf^ 
But by reflection from forae other thing. 

Cassius. 
'Tis juft : then know, 'tis much lamented, Br UTt 
That you have no fuch mitfor as might (how 
(Spite of your modefty) your own hid w'ofth j 
That you for once might fee the noble ihadow. 
I have heard fome, of the bed rank in Rome, 
(Except immortal Caesar) talk of Brutus; 
And groaning underneath this age's yoke. 
Have wiih*d, that noble Br u t u s had his eyes,. 

Brutus. 
Into what dangers wou'd you lead me, Cassius^ 
That you would have me look into myfelf 
For that which is not in me P 

Cassius* 

Brutus, hear; 
And fince, you know, you cannot fee yourfelf 
So well as by fefle6lion ; I, yonr glafs, 
"Will without all difguife difcover now 
That of yourfelf, which yet you know not of. 
And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus. 
Were I fome flight buffoon, or us'd to flatter, 
To cloy each man I meet with profTer'd love, 
And then betray him ; did I ufe to fawn, 
And hug men hard| then crufh them with my fcands 
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Or if you ever knew me riotous 
To lofs of reafon ; then you might fufpedt me. 
What ihouts are thefe ? \j^ great Jhoia^ 

Brutus. 
I hope^ like thofe jufl: now, 
I'or joy that Caesak has refus'd the crown. 

Cassius. 
If you hope that^ you would not have him king. 

Brutus. 
Iwouldnot^ Cassius; yet I love him well. 

Cassius. 
And do you think he would forgive that wiAj 
Or would accept your love, with that allay I 

Brutus. 
If joft, he will ; and^ if unjuft, I care not. 
But wherefore do you hold me here fo long ? 
I fee you labour with Tome weighty thing. 
If it be tow'rds the general good, (peak quickly ; 
I am in hafte to meet your noble thoughts. 
Set virtue in my eye, and let grim death 
Shake his unheeded dart, I'll ftiU befix'd. 
^or, may the Gods (b help me, as, for honour^ 
Ilookindiff'rently on life or death. 

Cassius. 
I know your virtue, Brutus, and dare truft it. 
^ell^ honour is the fubjedl of my (lory. 
I cannot tell what you and other men 
l^k of this life ; but for my Cngle felf^ 
I'Uchufe much rather not to live at all, 
than live to be in awe of any thing. 
I was born free as Car s a r ; fo are you : 
^ebotharebredas well; andwecanboth 
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Endure the Winter's cold as well as he. 

Tor, once, upon a raw and gufty day, 

The troubled Tiber turn'd into a foam, 

Caesar fays to me, CASSius,dar*{lthounow 

Leap in with me into this angry flood, 

And fwim to yonder point ? Upon the word, 

Accoutred as I was, I plung'd me in, 

And bade him follow; fo indeed he did : 

The torrent roarM, and we did buffet it 

With lufty finews, throwing it afide ; 

But yet, ere we could reach the point proposed, 

Caks ARcryM,Hclp me, CASsius,or Ifink ? 

Juft as A E If E A s , our great anceftor, 

Did from the flames of Troy bear on his (boulder! 

The oldANCHisEs,! from Tiber's waves 

Bore the tir*d Caesar: yet this feeble man 

Is now become a God ; andCAssiusis 

A wretched creature, and muft bend his bodyi 

If Caesar give him but a carelefs nod. 

A ftrange difeafe pofTefTes him fometimes: 

This day I faw him fall into his fit : 

(That which delay'd the fports till afternoon.) 

This God has fall'n to ground, and foam'cfat moirthi 

His limbs have trembled, and his eyes have rolPd ; 

Yet now his look muft awe the trembling world. 

Nay, I have heard him groan, like a fick girl ; 

And that fmooth tongue which us*d to movefo macV 

And make the Romans fet down all it faid, 

Would faulter then, and ftammer out ftrange things* 

Gods ! why (hould one of fuch a feeble temper 

Be (et upon the top of all this world^ 

To look down on mankind ? \Ajlyo%^* 



:fi 
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Brutus. 
tber (bout ! fure Rome is turnM a revel ! 

{^Another Jhout , 
r atleaft they crown him with appiaufe. 

Cassius. 
7, roan, he now beilrides the narrow world, 
' a Coloffus ; and we petty men 
k under his huge legs, and peep about, 
Ind ourfelves difhonourable graves. 
, at fome times, are madcrs of their fates ; 
fault, dear Br utus, is not in our flats, 
n ourfelves, that we are underlings, 
rus and Caesar ! where's the difference.^ 
' fliould that name be founded more tl)an yours ? 
:e them together, yours is as fair a name ; 
t Bru T us, and the echo is as loud : 
rus and Caesar ! Conjure with thofc names, 
rus will dart a fpirit, as foon as Cae bar. 
in the name of all the Gods at once, 
'hat high fame does this our Caesar feed , 
. he is grown fo great ? Age, thou art (ham'd I 
?, thou haft loft thy breed of noble blood I 
n did there pafs an age, fince time firft was, 
the whole world refounded but one man ? 
Q could they fay, till now, who talk'd of Rome, 
her wide walls contained one fingle hero ? 
m and I have heard our fathers fay, 
e was a Brutus once, who kilPd his fons, 
would have flain his deareft friend, nay father, 
cr than fuffer Rome to be endav*d, 

Brutus. 
: Cassius loves me, I am nothing jealous \ 

T 2 
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What you would work me to, I have fome aim ; 
How I have thought of this, and of thefe times, 
I (hall recount hereafter; for this prefent, 
I would not (if with love I might intreat it) 
Be any farther mov'd. What you have faid, 
I will confider ; what you have to fay, 
I will with patience bear, and find a time 
Both fit to hear, and anfwer fuch high things. 
Till then, my noble friend, remember this ; 
Brutus had rather be a villager, 
A worthlefs ilranger, than a fon of Rome^ 
Under fuch hard conditions as this time 
Is like to lay upon us. 

Cassius. 

I am happy, [tus. 

That my weak words have drawn thus much fromB^o* 

Brutus. 
A fudden (lorm ! 1*11 leave you, noble Cassius; 

\ExceJfive thunder and lightning . on afuideit* 
We are obferv'd. At midnight, if you pleafe. 
We'll meet again, and talk of this more largely. 

Cassius. 
I will not fail to wait on worthy Brutus. 

[Exit BrutoS. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Casc A /o Cassius* 
Cassius. 
Who's there? 

Casca* 
A Roman* 
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Gassius. 
Gasca^ by yoar voice. 
Gasca. 
r b good. The air is ftrangely chang'd I 

Gassius. 
barmlefs air to honeO; men. 

Gasca. 
irer knew the Heavens threaten fo ? 

Gassius. 
rer knew the earth fo fbll of drafts I 
part, ril walk ftill about the ftreets^ 
dng to the dangers of the ftorm ; 
on'd thus, and carelefs, as you (ce, 
iremyboforo to the thnnderbolt^ 
die fiery flafh begins to dart. 

Gasca. 
icftfore would you fo much tempt the Godt^ 
tis our part rather to fear and tremble, 
diey^ for caufes to poor men unknown^ ' 
readfbl heralds to denounce a war. 

Gassius. 
redully Gasca ; and thofe fparks of fire, 
honld inflame a Roman breads you want^ 
: diiTemble: you look pale, and gaze, 
at on fear, and lofe yourfelf in wonder^ 
r this ftrange difbrder in die Heav'ns : 
: on the earth, good Gasca; think on Rome; 
f meteors, and fool-frighting ghofls, 
iftrous births, and ftrange portentous things^ 
« believe, break nature's fettled courfe; 
o accompany this monftrous (late. 
Id now^ G A sc Ay name to thee a man 
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Moll like this dreadful night* , which thunders, lightens^ 
Tears open graves, and keeps us all in terror : 
A man no mightier than thyfclf, or me. 
In r^al might, in worth ; yet grown a giaat; 
And ev'ry Roman elfe feems but a pigmy, 

Casca. 
It is not hard to guefs the man you mean. 

Cassii/s. 
Ko matter for his name ; for Romans now 
Have limbs and Hnews, like their anceftors ; 
But where the minds of all our famous fathers ? 
Dead, dead with them ! we have our mothers fpirits; 
'Tis womaniih to fee, and fuffer this. 

Casca. 
Indeed, they fay, the fenators to-morrow 
Mean to eftablifh Caesar for their king ; 
And he (hall wear his crown by (ea and land^ 
In ev'ry place, but here in Italy. 

Cassius. 
I know where I (hall wear this dagger then. 
Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius. 
Herein the poor are rich, the weak mod fh*ong ; 
By this, the wretched mock at bafe oppreflion ;; 
The meaneft are vi(5lorious o*er the mighty. 
Not tow'rs of ftone, nor walls of hardened brais. 
Nor airlefs dungeons, the poor ilrength of tyrants • 
Not all their ftrongeft guards, nor heavied chains^ 
Can in the lead controul the mighty fpirit. 
For, noble life, when weary of itfelf. 
Has always pow*r to fliake.it off, at pleafure. 
Since I know this, know all the world beiides, 
That part of tyranny prepared for me, 
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I can and will defy. 

CasCa. 
And fo can I. 
Thus ev'ry bondman in his own hand bears 
Thcpow'r to ^ancd his captivity. 

Cassius. 

And vthj fhould Caesar be a tyrant then ? 

^oor man J 1 know he would not be a wolf^ 

But that he fees the Romans are but (heep : 

ttc were no lion, if we were not lambs. 

Hat ohy diforder'd grief! where had thou led me I 

I {peak, perhaps^ before a willing bondman^ 

One whom tame fools mifcal a moderate man ; 

That is, a mean complycr with the times. 

Bat I'ani arm'd ^^thin againfl all danger. 

Casca. 

Cas SI a Sf you (peak to C a s c a , to a man [words ; 

'Whole thoughts have all this while out-gone your 

Here, take my hand, and make what ufe of it 

The times and our neceflitles require ; 
I am refolv'd. 

Cassius. 
Then, there's a bargain made. 
Kowknow, good Casca, I have mov*d already 
Some oftheboldeft nobleft-minded Romans 
To undertake with me an enterpri^ 
Of honourable, dangerous confequence. 
They now all ftay for me in Pompey's porch, 
And fuch a night as this requires a (helter ; 
-A night, that's like the noble work in hand, 
AH bJack, and terrible ! Butfoft; (land clo(e. 
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Enter Trebonius. 
Casca. 
Trebonius ! now I know him by his gait* 

Cassius. 
He is a friend; pray hold; whither (b faft ? 

Trebonius. 

Tolookoot you. Who's thatyMETELLusCiMBBali 

Cassius. 

No, 'tis our C Asc Ay one as bold and honeft. 
Am I not flay 'd for? 

Trebokius. 
What a night is this ! 
There's two or three of us have feen ffarange fi^ts i 

Cassius. 
Well; let 'em fee them. Tell me, am I flaid for ? 

Trebonius. 
You are. 

O Cassius, if you could prevail with Brutus} 
He, as a band, would tye our party fbong. 

Casca. 
Why, is not Brutu s one ? I thought him fure# 

Cassius. 
Be you content. Trebonius, take this fcroll^ 
And look you lay it in the ready way, 
W^here Brutu s needs mui\ find it ; then, throw thil 
In at his window ; fet this up with wax 
Upon old Brutus' flatue: all this done. 
Repair to Po M p e y's porch, where you fhall find W» 
Is Decius Brutus, and Marullus there? 

Trebonius. 
All, all are there, except Met ellus Cimber; 
And he is gone to feek you at your houfe. 
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Cassius. 
Lway then ; lofe no time : come^ my good Ca scAj 
Ve will go vifit Brutus yet ere day : 
'hree parts of that good man are ours already, 
nd^ on the next aflault^ he yields entire. 

Casca. 
h^ he fits high in all the people's hearts. 
i Cassius. 

)y that which would appear offence in us, 
[is countenance, like the great art of chymids^ 
^change to virtue, and to noble deeds. 

Casca. 
iOkf and his worth, and our great need of him, 
on have coniider'd well. Come, let's make hade* 

Cassius. 
he fnn that fees him next, (hail find him ours. 

[Exeunt^ 

\fteadofthe mujick ufuallyplafd betnueen the A6lSy the 
following verfes arcy after this AHy to be fung by a 
Chorus reprefenting the Roman people, 

FIRST CHORUS. 

I. 

WH I T H E R is Roman honour gone ? 
Where is our antient virtue now ? 
That valour, which fo bright has (hone, 
And with the wings of conqued flown, 

. Mufl to a haughty maQer bow : 
^,with our toil, our blood, and all we havebeCde, 
orges his ill-got pow'r, his humour^ and his pride. 

U 
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IL 
TeatUCs he will his life cxpofe $ 

So does a lion^ ot a bear; 
His very virtues threaten thofe. 
Who more his bold ambition fear. 
How (tupid wretches we appear, 
Who round the world for wealth and em)>ire rohav 
Yet never, never think what (laves we are at hone.' 

III. 
Did men, for this, together join ; 

Quitting the free wild life of nature I 
What other bead did e'er defign 
The (etting up his fellow- creature. 
And of two mifchiefs chufe the greater? 
Oh ! rather than be (laves to bold imperious meO| 
Give us cur wildnefs, a^d our woods, %m iMrits, VlJ 
caves again. 

IV. 
There, ffecure from lawlefs (way^ 
Out of pride or envy's way; 
Living up to nature's rules, 
Not deprav'd by knaves and fools ; 
Happily we all (hould live, and harmlefs as oatfbfitff 
And at laft as cahnly die, as in&ats £dl afleq^. 
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A C T II. S C E N E I. 

Brutus a/ow in bis boufe undreft. 

IE would be king; nay, will be, if he lives ; 
This mod impoitant day difclos'd that feactt 
ibition^ like a mad tempeiluous Tea, 
ill'd him above the bounds of wife diiTemhllngi 
J ended all our hopes of future freedpm. 
ice and liberty ! farewel for (ver 1 
lj( UTUS is thus fenfible of flav'ry^ 
rbo am C A E s A R 's friend, and partial for hiip ; 
at is it then to others ? to thpfe thoufands, 

muA lie heap'd in duft, to raife him higher i 
my own words reproach me; CMi I call 

elf his friend, and yet con(ent to kill him ) 
leav'n, no lefs than phin mgratitude ! 
It heavy load pfeiTes my tender mind ; 
nnot bear it. Nay, this Caesar al(b 
imbly brave, and gentle in bis greatnefs ; 
for converfe, andeafy of accefs; 
'd in all arts, matcblefs in eloquence; 
'ar and bufinefs indefatigable, 
nteous as nature, merciful as Heav'n ; 
11, fublifne, high, and unparallel'd. 
oft humility is but the ladder, 
rhich th* ambitious climber gets (b high ; 
when he once attains the upmoft round, 

1 (trait he throws the ulblefs engine dowi* 
cs in the doudsi and fcoms the low degrees 
hich he did aicend. Then Rpine is 1q(1 | 

is there no way left us, but his death ? 

U a 
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What! kill the bed, and braved of mankind. 
Only for jcaloufy ! of being flaves. 
Oh difmal found ! Who can dread that too much? 
The fear of flavery is fortitude. 
And, to advife him ! No, 'tis eafier 
To kill a tyrant amidd all his guards. 
Than give him counfel for his country's good* 
ThisCAESAR*s prudence may a while reftraiahiin; 
But if ambition once tranfports his mind, 
Down (ink at once all thoughts of right or reafon. 
Goodnefs of nature makes foroe druggie in him; 
But ev'n that goodnefs will incline to think, 
Rome ftiall be happier, when himfelf is higher. 
Lucius, awake; whathoa! why Lucius! 
I would it were my fault to deep fo foundly. 
Lu c I u s, awake, awake ! 

Lucius. 

Call you, my lord ? 
Brutus. 
Get me a taper in my dudy, boy; 
Then come and call me drait. 

[_Exit Lucius; re' enters irnmediatclj* 
Lucius. 

Here is a fcroU 
Newly thrown in at window, fad fcal'd up. 

Brutus. 
Give it me, boy, and hade to light the taper. 

lExit Lucius. 
'Tis not yet day, but fuch a fiery night. 
That I may make a diift to read this parchment. 
** Brutus, awake; for Rome has lod her red, 
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^^ And takes it ill that thou (houldft deep fo foundly : 
'^ Awake^ and ftrike ! — There was a Brutus once— 
'* AndTAR<^uiN*' — ^Ha! thus I muft piece it oat; 
There was a Brutus who redeem'd his country. 
And did what npw we all expeA from thee. 
^* Shall Rome" — 'Tis dark, but fure it muft be thus. 

[Reads. 
'* Sbill Roroci the midrefs of the proflrate world^ 
'* Be ravilh'd by a tyrant ? Brutus, ftrike." 
O Rome ! «ad doft thou call upon thy Brutus ? 
Am I thought worthy of thy choice ? 'Tis done : 
Thoo (halt not wait for aid that I can bring thee. 
Enter Lu c i u s again, 
Lucius. 
Somebody knocks at the gate : Sir, (hall I open i 

Brutus. 
See who 'tis firft ; go boy, and bring me word. 

[Exit Luciut, 
Would it were over once ; I cannot reft: 
In fuch a plot there is no peace of mind : 
The harihnefs of this deed would fink my fpirits^ 
iHd not afliftiog juftice hold me up. 

Enter Lucius ivitb a taper. 
Lucius. 
Tis Cassius, my lord. 

Brutus. 
Is he alone ? 
Lucius. 
Ko, but I could not well perceive the reft, 
There faces are fo muffled in their robes* 

Brutus. 
Let them come in. They are the fadlion ! 
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SCENE IC. 



Enhr Gassius, mdthe rtf rft 

tm^fedMf, m ibdr nietm 

Brutus. 
Wdeone, good hrotfier Gassius : irdcoHM all* 

Gassius. 
Welcome the hour that hrings us thes together. 

Brutus. 
Know I thefe men ? 

Gassius. 
You know them, and their hearts^ 
Whicti are aQ fet upon the aohle Br utus. 
This is Trebonius, this Dicius Brutus, 
This GiHVA, Gasca, and Metrllus Gimbsr t 
Your frtendsj and followers all. 

Brutus. 

They are moft wdoona. 

Gassius. 
Bru Tus, a word. P^<7 w*i^' 

Gasca. 
If Brutus will hat join, 
Oorfkbrick's firm, and nothing then can (hake its 
He is the cement that mnft hdd as fafi. 

Brutus. 
Well, noUe lords, I am at laft refolv'd ; 
Ev'n againft (Hendfhip^ juftioe has prevaird. 
Ghre me yoor re(blute hands. 

Gassius. 

AndktnsAirMUP. 
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Br u TVS, 
» oath : the oaofe already is fo ftcted^ 
lere is no need of otUis to make it more: 
fenfe of flavery, and noble fliame^ 
hirfl of honeft fame in aftrf*ageS| 
;lorious juftice cannot move our (bals^ 
ey are too weak for (uch a deed as this ; 
;ak off betitnes, and ev'ry Romiui here 
ire with blufhes to his idle bed ; 
d then let tyranny for ever range, 
1 each man falls unpity'd : bat if theft 
I who dares make a dovbt ?) ait noble flomm| 
lat needs a tye among as, imt our words i 
in honefty to honefty engag'd, 
at Caesar fliall not live to laugh at cowwds* 
t priefts, and women fwear, and fe^e mitids^ 
\udif wav'ring ftill, need fiich a chBdifli chcdt: . 
t are abi»v<e fuch helps, and fteady bear 
r even foDls, without one doobtfol fiart, 
bat Roman dares be bafe in fbch a bnfiaels i 
ckon his gnUt, and fiwme, he veittures more > 
an if he did attempt ten thoafiud tyrants. 

Cass I us* 
twh«tofOicERo? Shdlwefoundfaiml 
I gravity will countenance our htal. 

Trebonius. 
iSMedcf that, now Bruti7s is engag*d. 

Brvtifs. 
now -him weH, bdieve him jdft and irife; 
t v«nity a iinle clouds bis vhrtoe s 
tr is he 1»oid euough for tfnoli a bofineTs. . 
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The horfe that ftarts^ however good beCdes, 
In war is troubleibme, oay, dangerous* 

Decius Brutus. 
Bat Antony, Co well belov'd by Caesar, 
That indrument of all his tyranny, 
If he furvive, will be another Caesar, 

Trebonius. 
Decius, well urg'd; Antonius muftdie. 

Brutus. 
Oh ! by no means ; our courfe will feem too bloody^ 
To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs : 
*Twill look like anger, nay, like envy too; 
For Antony is great by Caesar's favour. 
Let us be facrificers, but not butchers. 
We only draw our fwords again (I ambition ; 
Kot againfl Caes a r 's perfon , but his power : 
Oh1 that we, then, could come at Ca esar's fpirit, 
Abate his pride, and yet not fpill his blood ! [Sigbs* 
It cannot be; Caesar, alas ! mud bleed. 
Yet, gentle friends ! 

Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; 
Let's ferve him up, a difh fit for the Gods ; 
Not mangled, as a feaft to beafts of prey. 
Our hearts fhould melt, like thofe of tender parents, 
Who oft in (harp, but neccflary rage, 
Correft offending children with remorfc. 
Feeling more pain than what they make them fufier* 
This mercy too looks better to the world, 
Which (hall not call us murderers, but heroes. 
As for An T o N I us therefore, think net of him } 
For he can do no more than Caesar's arm, 
When Caesar's head is off. 
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Treborius. 

But yet I fear him t 
r he loves G aesa r , and is mod audacioiii. 

Brutus. 
ope that loving Caesar is no fault; 
: I confefs that I am guilty too : 
le loves Caesar, all that he can do 
obegrievM^and pine away for Caesar: 
I it were ftrange he (hould ; for he is giv'n 
3 much to wildnefsy company, and pleafures. 

Cassius. 
7e is no fear of him ; let him not die ; 
he will live and laugh at this hereafter* 

Decius Brutus. 
hold, how late's the night ? 

Brutus. 

Tis five, at lead, 
Cassius. 
»w I long to welcome the eighth hour, 
wiih'd alarm to our great purpofes ! 

Decius Brutus. 
time to part, led at our feveral homes 
(bould be raifs'd too long. 

Cassius. 
But what if Caesar 
Id forbear coming to the Capitol? 
unaccuftom'd terror of this night 
move the augurs to focbid his going : 
, tho' bimielf 's above fuch idk fears, 
he mod wt&and brave muA yield to cuftom. 

Dficius Brutus. 
r doubt that : and tho' he were refolv *i, 

X 
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I can o*erfway him ; for he loves to hear me* 
Prudence, tho* much fuperior, often yields 
To fubtle roirtb, and fly infinuation. 
If Caesar (lay at home, becaufe it thunders^ 
I can in jeft reproach him with his fear; 
Hell laugh^ yet fear he fliall be thought afraid. 

Brutus. 
Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him. 
But fee, 'tis almoft day ; fome light appears. 

Cassius. 
Then let us be difpers*d, like foggy clouds, 
To meet again in thunder. 

Brutus. 

Friends, (arewel. 
Only remember that we all are Romans ; 
That thought will keep up our exalted (pirits* 

[Exeunt Confpirators ; manet Brut 

SCENE III. 

Enter Portia undrefs^dy as ne^v rifen from iet 

Portia. 
Brutus ! my lord, where are you i 

Brutus. 

What, my Portia! 
Why do you thus expofe your tender health ? 

Portia. 
Can I confider health, without your love ? 
You have unkindly ftol'n from me to-night^ 
And by your abfence robb'd me of my reft : 
How could my Br utus thus ungently leave 
One fo nnwilling to be left by you ? 



JULIUS caesar; i«.-3 

Brutus. 
ot too mnchy my Portia ; and yet 
( feme pleafure to be chid Co kindly, 
has tendernefs equal to yours ; 
iftcumbred with vexatious cares^ 
er bend our fofter thoughts to love, 
nefs, like a mader too fevere, 
lov'ring over us amidd our pleafure, 
gsus to our tirefbme task again. 

Portia. 
s fhort ; oh ! why fhould we mif-fpend it ? 
h condemned to die within few hours^ 
think them ill employed in compliments : 
»nn trifles of a bufy world 
butcompiiment, comparM with love, 
abort and precious hours you throw away» 

Brutus. 
R ti A, now you but difturb my thoughts. 

Portia. 
ic be eafy then ? 'Tis no fmall thing 
: your even mind, and make you froward, 
I with me, which you was ne'er till now : 
;ht I folded you within thefe arms, 
.'d you if you flept, if you were well ? 
I, you cou'd not fleep, and yet turn'd from me. 

"Brutus. 
I from thee is reflleffnefs indeed ; 
sly comfort to my troubled mind ! 
^s and full content remain in yours. 

Portia. 
•ach content to one upon a rack| 
nrill hear as foon. 

X 3 
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My foul IS fo perplex'd with fears for yon^ 
That all die joys of nature, or of fertunt , 
Could find no entrance here at fuch a time. 

BauTvs. 
Retire, retire ; talking fo tenderly^ 
Youy like officious and condoling friends. 
But more afflidl that mind you would com)M>(e t 
I hope you think roe neither falfe nor fooliftu 
If it were fit for you to know my cares, 
* Fwere ill in me to let yon ask me twice: 
Let (hat fuffice, and lei^ve me ; 'tis a word 
I never us'd to thee before. 

Portia. 
Alas! 
You would not u& it now, if ftill yott loy'd. 
Gaayou have thoughts unfit to own to me ? . 
You are unjuft, and I undone : &rewel. 

Brutvs. 
What means rpy Portia ? 

PPRTIA. 

Brutus unjuft! 
Oh ! *tis a wonder, which your very foes 
Would not believe, tho' told it by your friends; 
And to me too, who had leaft caufe to feaf it 1 
So little I deferv'd to find him (b. 
Am I but only partner of your pleafures. 
Fit for your trifling hours, and to be kept 
At hateful diftance from your jiobler tbooghts? 
What is it I have innocently done, 
To lofe that truft, which always follows kindnefs* 
And therefore yours is cbang'd ; I fee it plainly: 
Thunder is hWn on my poor guiltlefs head, [fyipffi* 
And all but 1;^ perhaps^ have heard the bbw. 
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Brutus. 
lotUs yon vrpDg me»PoRTiA. 

Portia. 

Would I did ! 
I never wifh'd a wrong to you before. 

Brutus. 
How have I Uv'd, and which of all ray anions 
Has giv*n fhe kaft occafion ev'n for malice i 
I uOf yOQ know, not like the reft of husbands ; 
My profluie and my vows are ties to me. 
As ftrong as fiune and virtue are to you : 
I will not mention now the bands of love» 
In which I thought we were for ever fix'd. 
What tbefe nnjnft fufpicions may produce 
Either in you or me^ alas ! I know not. 
Therefore be calm and kind, as thou art as*d. 
And try fuch rough, ungentle ways no more. 
My mi&dy you know, hardens againfl compulfionj 
But eafiiy b^nds under gentle ufage. 

Portia. 
O let me now try diat (oft way again. 
Thus low, thus tenderly, I beg to know 

[^Fallf on his ne€k. 
That which, in troubling you, ev'n tortures me. 
6hunn'd as I am, I have a fhare in all 
Your refolutions, fpite of your unkindnefs. 
You cannot (hut me out fiom tender cares 
For ev'ry thought of yours i that zealous part 
Themeancft dave may have in mighty Carsar^ 
And yet give no oSknct. 

Brutus. 

The mighty Caesar! 
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I im thit meancfl dive, if be ronain \Apart, 

The mighty Caesak. Kneel not, gentle Portia. 

Portia. 
1 (hoald not need, if yon were gentle Brutus. \Weefs, 

Brutus. 
Oh ! my foft heart ! my refolution's arm'd 
Againd all dangers, nay, againft my firiend ; 
\et, firm to all things elfe, it yields to love ; 

{Takes ker in his arms. 
It yields to Portia. You aie now too charming: 
For pity, hide your kindnefs, or your beaaty ; 
There's no refilling both. 

Portia. 

'Tis kindncTs only 
"Which makes me wi(h 1 had that beanty too. 
But are you, then, not angry ? 

Brutus. 

What! with thee? 
The mod obdurate creature, ev'n r tyrant. 
In all his height of anger, and of pride. 
Could not be proof againft one tear of thine. 

IKs/ester. 

Oh ! Port I A, be not you that tyrant then ; 
For well you know your pow*r, and may be mine. 

Portia. 
But tell me all. 

Brutus. 
Then, know, that they who came to me diis night-** 
But why (hould I go on to thee, my Portia, 
In any language but in that of love ? 
'Tis to pro&ne thy ear to entertain it 
"With any harfher found ^ (pare then thyfelf. 
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Portia. 
DU were juft about to let me know. 

Brutus. 
f what 1 know things that will but trouble thee ! 
'e me, Portia, 'tis dangerous 
lee to tread in thefe obicurer paths ; 
Its lie hidden there, whole conlcious lUng 
rob thee of thy reft, 
prefs not thus to bear a part in that, 
h with its weight will crulh thy tender mind. 

Portia. 
I woman, but am Cato's daughter: 
eart is tender^ but to Brutus only. 
kyoa Vis nothing, to have fuch a father, 
bdi a husband? 

Brutus. 

Well then, hear it all. 
Portia. 
»deareft Brutus. 
s not hear it yet; I'll try this firft. 

\_SbeJiabs hcrfelfin the arm. 
Brutus. 
J what d'ye mean ? 

Portia. 
To try ray fortitude. 
tbo' I durft have trufted my firm mind 
I any thing which but concern'd myfelf ; 
re you're engag'd, it was too great a ventnre: 
ibtmy firmed thoughts, while you fufped them. 

Brutus. 
wonder of thy (ex! 
t ! make me worthy of this matchlefs woman I 
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Hafte, hade, and let thj wound be quickly drds'iL 

Within I'll tdl riiee tU, 

And in diy bofom poor my very (bal. 

£Exk PotTU. 
Enter LuctV9* 
Lucius. 
A meflcBger, my lord^ from mighty Cass an 
It fcnt to fummon you, and Gaius Gassivsi 
About fome weighty matter prefeatly. 

C^x^fLuciuSi 
Brutus. 
From Caesar! and my brother Cass ius Um! 
An early furamons this ! We are betray'd. 
Loft and undone, yet k& in our own niin^ 
Than in the letting him efcape. Oh I Rome^ 
Thou haft in vain depended on thy Brutus I 
But I win go, left my delaying now 
Should raife fufptcion ; and if all's difirover'd, 
My life is ufelefs, and not worth my care. 

lExaut. 

Betnveen the fecond and third Ail ^ thefe verfet are to hi 
fung fy a perfon reprefenting the Genius ofRofiii* 

SECOND CHORUS. 

LO 1 to prevent this mighty empire's doom, 
From bright unknown abodes of Uifs I coffiC; 
Tlie tfwfbl Genios of majeftick Rome. 

Great is her danger : but I will engage 
Some few, the mafter-fouls of all this age. 
To 4o in ad of juft heroick rage. 
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'TIs hardy a man Co great (hould fall fo low ; 

More hard, to let fo brave a people how 

To one themfelves have rais'd^ who fcorns them now* 

Yet, oh ! I grieve that Brut u s (hould be (lain'd ; 
Whofe life, excepting this one aft, remain'd 
So pure, that future times will think it fcign'd. 

But only he can make the reft combine; 
The very life and foul of their defign ; 
The centre^ where thofe mighty (pirits join. 

Unthinking men no fort of fcroples make; 
Others do ill, only for mifchieTs fake ; 
But ev'n the beft are guilty by miftake» 

Thus (bme, for envy, or revenge, intend 

To bring the bold ufurper to his end ; 

But for fais country; Ba u t v s ftabs his friend* 
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The Scene ij Caesar's apartment y *where heapfCBT^ 

undrefs*d, 

Caesar. 

AMbition, O thou tyrant of my foul ! 
How much a gentler lord am I to Rome^' 
Than thou to me ! I aitf the only Have. 
This day was dully fpeht in pubUck ({50rtsy 
Things too magnificent for true delight. 
Joy dwells in (ilent (hades, and private pleafures; 
In peace, and not in pomp : then, my long nights^ 
Thofe precious hours defignM for foft repofe, 
Are by unruly cares thus ravifh*d from me. 

Enter Junius. 
Junius. 
Brutus and Cassius attend your pleafare^ 

Caesar. 
I tell thee, J u n i u s , my trufty freedman. 
That melancholic Cassius needs oblerving. 
If e'er I could be capable of fear, 
I think it would bethatof penCve Cassius. 
He loves not learning, no, nor poetry ; 
Kor is his fullen humour pleas'd with muCck. 
When others laugh, he fo demurely fmiles^ 
As if he thougt it meannefs to be merry. 
Seldom he likes what others mofl approve, 
And loves to praifewhat all men elfe diflike. 
Such men as he are never at their eafc. 



JULIUS CAESAR. 17X 

e they behold a greater than themlelyes. 
e is brave^ and (hall have due preferment. 

[Exit Jif Hip Si 

S C £ N £ IL 

Enter BauT us and Gas si us. 
Caesar. 
eem amaz'd at fuch an early fummons; 
e not flept all night. 

Cassius. 

On what account i 
Caesar. 
mly what I faffer firom my cares, 
y unquiet mind (hould not difturb 
noble Romans, had you not been both 
f concerned in what 1 have to fay. 

Cassius. 
re betray'd. \iSoftfy, 

Brutus. 
No matter; let us not 
f ourfeives by wan t of refolution . {Softly. 

Caesar. 
vo great vacant offices of.'praetors 
'hich ev'n neighboring princes look with envy) 
low be fiU'd by two the greatefl Romans, 
the commonwealth that care^ to find 
beft deferves her favour or her frown. 

Cassius. 
nther beg for one, nor fear the other. 

Caesar. 
u s^ I know your (bal is void of fear^ 

Y ? 
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And abore grodgtng at your l»rother's greatnefs. 

Cassius. 
I onderftand do oracles ; but fure 
Brutus and I are friends, as well as brothers. 

Caesae. 
And therefore yoa will be the more contented, 
If I advance him ev'n above yourfelf ; 
De(ert like his can nrver ri(e too high. 
I know no pleafu re equal to obliging 
TranQrendent merit in an humble mind. 
Such modefl worth (hoold get the prize from courtflup* 
Yet this may only be my love*8 miftake ; 
For, I confefs my weaknefs, I am frail. 

[Embraehig BauTVS. 
Like other men, and partial for a friend ; 
Yet that's a fault Heav'n eafily forgives. 
Be thou, my beft-lov'd Brutus, chief of praetors: 
And Gassius may accept the fecond place, 

[TiCASSius. 
Kot only m the (bte, but ray affeftion. 
No thanks : a coin not counted among friends. 

{ETot Gakia^ 

S C E N E UL 

Cassius. 
Tis well it proves no worfe. 

Brutus. 

Whatworlccanbc? 

Cassius. 
Sure, Brutus has noreafon to complain. 

Brutus. 
Yes, of you, Ca ssi us j if you can believe 
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ould receive a favour from a foe. 
this a time to be oblig*d by Gjkesar ? 
od Gods ! had I not doubts enough before? 
d I not (Iruggle hard enough for virtoe i 
lat this lad tendernefs of his is added 
i (hake my very foul i The ftrong impreilioii 
ly break my heart, but (halinot bend my mind« 
s SI u s in this is honomr'd more than Br utus ; 
fy when our country it Co much defais'd, 
pulfe is glorious, and advancement ffaame: 
not be rais*d by him who mint (ier. 
ivas no private injury provok'd me ; 
>wns had not frighten 'd me, nor (hall his fii¥oart| 
ith all their Syren voice, entice me to him. 
luft go on thro' virtue's plained courle ; 
that fmooth path there it no (ear of £diing. 



SCENE IV. 
Eftttr tie CmfphraiorSf and dber Staaidrsi 

CASSIUt. 

e, if our friends are not already come. 

AS later than we thought. Yoa are vcO met* 

CiMMA. 

Caesar fiirringyet? 

CAtSIUS. 

Juftnowgonein; 
nd wHI, when dreft, bnmediatdy come fiirth. 
earnodimg; ail'tiecmc* 
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SCENE. V. 
Enter Cab s a r again, drefs^d. 

Caesar. 

Welcome, my friends. 
Decius Brutus. 
The fenate does attend great Caesar's prefence; 
And we are come to wait upon you thither* 

Caesar. 
Let 'em attend a while; 'tis early yet. 

SCENE VL 
£xr/^r Antony, 

"What, Antony, who revels all the night I 
Is he up too \ Nay, then 'tis time to go. 

Antony. 
Rather to ftay : I came not here in courtfhip. 
But 'tis the facred college of the priefts 
"Which brought me hither ; and they wait without. 
Hear 'em, great Cae sar ; it concerns younearlyi 
And what does fb, is for the good of Rome. 

Caesar. 
The fenate ftays ; another time will fervc. 

\As he is going outy enter the Priejis, who flop bifn» 

Priest. 
Great C a£ sar, hail ! forgive our zealous ha(l0| 
Urg'd by divine portent,, ^ich fent i^s her^^ 
To warn the mighty ruler of the world. 
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Caesar* 

: I attend the meflage of the Gods. 

Priest. " ' . 

mount Aventine I lately (at, 
I with facred robes, and foathward tufn^d ; 
teav'ns all clear, and free from black prefagcf; 
my bent wand I the doe rites performed, 
arted all the regions of the air. 
io, ill-boding birds appear'd from frr, 
g misfortunes on their ominous wings : 
i upon them with prophetick skill, 
fierce flafh of lightning check *d my fight 
in one inftant, all theHeav'ns were chang'd; 
If fwell'd with thunder,- roU'd themlclves along, 
nbiie too horrible for human ear^ 

Caesar. 
ider'd, and it lighten'd : well, go on. 

Second Priest. 
\ of ill in feveral kinds agree : 
g now chofe for folemn facrifice 
e grown- bull, the goodlieft of the herd; 
in unwonted rage he breaks his chains, 
g fierce way thro' all the frightened crowd, 
1 gaz'd, and trembled; Co divided flood 
ct their curiofity and fear z 
, he at the altar laid him down, 
;em'd to beg the blow, which none durft give J 
on a fudden (hook the air like thunder ; 
ith unhear'd;of bellowing breath*d his laft. 
open'd, we beheld, with eyes amaz'd, 
oiftVous bead, that rag'd with fo much damoar, 
id no heaiTt. 
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Caisar* 

And r ihoQld {ecfo Uke tisOf 
Did I give way to cv'ry idle fear. 

Priest. 
Is It an idle thing to fear the Goda ? 
Tboo'rt in their power, as the world in thine; 
And each may own a fear without a blnflu 

Antony. 
Good C A s s AR, be advift'd : in this one thing 
Yield to your friends^ and (end the ienate word 
You are not well. 

Caesar. 
What, fend 'em an excufei 
Have I in conqueft Aretch'd my arm fo far, 
And fear at laft to tell grey- beards the truth ? 
No, Antony, truth will bear out itfelf. 
I would do much to give my friends content; 
So, let them know I fhall not come to-day; 
Cannot, is falfe; and that I dare not, falier* 
I will not come: go^ tell it to the fenate. 

[To De CI us Brutus. 

Decius Brutus. 
But fliall not I pretend (bme caufe for this i 

Caesar. 
The caufe is in my will. I will not go. 
That is enough to (atisfy the fenate. 

Decius Brutus. 
Sir, I obey; but pardon my affedion. 
If it offends yon with untimely care: 
The fenate is refolvM to give a crown 
This day to mighty Caesar: who can tell. 
Bat by to-morrow their loofe minds may change ? 
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LfTembUes are uncertain at the (ea, 
Vhich ebbs and flows, now rifet and now bUip 
q(1 as the humVous wind inclines to move, 
^o woman changes more than crowds of moi. 

Cabsar. 
low weak your fears (eem now, good Antony I 
mud not let the fiur occafion fall, 
repare the ceremony; I mm (lay'd Sx. 

Brutus. 
rudence In vain defimds unhappy meat 
Vhen Heav'n ordains, the wifcft baAe to rum* 

[Exeunt omnet* 

'o be fung after the Third AQ^ fy two aerial Sfiritt^ 

THIRD CHORUS* 

I. 

r£LL, oh ! tell me, whence arile 
Thefe diforders in our skies ? 
ome's great Genius wildly gaz'd i 
nd the Gods feem all amaz'd. 

n. 

now, in fight of this day's Cun, 
ich a deed is to be done, 
ack enough to (hroud the light 
f all this world in difmal night. 

I. 
^hat is this deed? 

II. 
To kill a man^ 
he greateft fince mankind began : 

Z 
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Learned, eloquent^ and wife, 
Gen'rous, merciful^ and brave ! 

I. 
Yet not too great a facrifice. 
The liberty of Rome to fave ? 

IL 
But will not goodnefs claim regard; 
And does not worth deferve reward i 

I. 
Does not their country lie at ftake ? 
Can they do too much for lier fake ? 

BOTH TOGETHER. 

Tho' dreadful be this doom of fate, 
Juft is that pow'r which governs all: 
Better this wond'rous man (hould fall^ 

Than a mod gloriouS| virtuous (late. 
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A C T IV. S C E N E L 

7be Scene a Street y through ivhich Caesar pajfes in 
pomp to the Senate- houfe^ attended by thofe Senators 
fwho noere tvith him at the end of the firmer A£I, 

Enter Sfvuivn A hajlilj. 

T Caesar, 

HE Ides of March are come. 

[Ti SpuRi]>jrK4. 
Spurinna. 

But not yet paft. 
Be pleasM; great Caesar, to perufediis parchment. 

Messala. 
Tlsfromafriend of Caesar, this petition^ 
At your firft lafure read his humble fuit. 

Spurinna. 
Oh ! Caesar, read mine firft, 'tis for your fafety c 
Read it, great Caesar, read it inftantly. 

Caesar. 
What mod concerns ourfelf, (hall lad be read : 
m lay it up againft a time of leifure. [To C a s s i u s ^ 

Cassius. 
What ! do you trouble C a e s a r in the (Ircct ? 
Bring your petitions to the Capitol. 

Spurinna. 
But, mine concerns his life. 

Cassius. 

I know it does ; 
Therefore away; well all take care of that, 

Z 2 
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SCENE II. 



The Scene it changed to the Senate* houfe^ which appear^ 
full of Senators J nvho all rife up at CaesavJz coa- 
ing. One of them nuhifpers Brutus. 



Sbnatoh. 
All good fuccefs attend your enterprize. 

Cassius. 
What did he fay ? 

Brutus. 
He wifh'd me good fuccefs* 
Cassius. 
See^ he makes up to Caesar earneftly. 
We are betray'd ! But I will kill myfelf ; 
Cabsar orCASSius never (hall go back. 

Brutus. 
There is no danger, Cassius; Caesar fmiles; 
You may perceive they talk of fomething eUe, 

Dscius Brutus. 
L.et*s all kneel round to beg for Cymber's life. 

Brutus. 
'Tis mean at any time, but needlefs now} 
Go you; I will not kneel. 

Cassius. 

Well, what you pleafe. 
CAscAdrikcsfirft; but fiay^ Caesar will fpeak. 



JULIUS CAESAR, ttf 

SCENE in. 

I! A E 8 A R Jits on a feat above the reft ; then rifit tip m$4 
/peaks f nubile the Senators fland round him. 

^owy rev'rend lords, if any weighty tfaoog^ts 

3pprefs your miods, unload yonr cam on me ; 

Por that's a hurthen which belongs to powV, 

I there a barbarous people yet forndey 

)r fo remote, as not to fear your arms i 

*11 make them join with all the world befides 

n due fubmifliQn to faperior virtue* 

s that great Parthian king fi> hang^ grown, 

Vs not to reverence this awfiil fenate ? 

ily arms (hall hade to homble all lus pride, 

\nd bring him bowing to your kaft commandb. 

>thers, to raife themfelves, deprefs their country; 

3ut my ambition is to make your vakmr 

>hine out more bright to all the fubjed world* 

^et vain were all my triumphs, if I (honld 

Be fear'd abroad, and not be lov'd at home; 

Therefore, what enemy have I not pardon'd? 

rhe name of fee excufes hate, and harm ; 

And he that fears it leaft, forgives it fooneft. 

Cold friends, indeed, are (bmethmg more proovking; 

Tet I can pafs them by with fcom and pity. 

The equal law (hall run its even courie ; 

Nothing (hall interpo(e, except my mercy; 

Juflice herfelf may lean that way fometimes. 

plain merit (hall not Iangui(h unregarded, 

^^^bile cunning court(hip deals away the favour. 
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On this depend ; and while I govern thus. 
You will not grudge, if I fluU govern long; 
And not reiign my pow'r, like unleam'd SyllA| 
For want of skill to ufe it. 

Casca. 

Oh ! I can hold no boger. 
\TbeyallJlah Cae$ AKyivhoflruggUswiii 
tbcm till he fees Brutus ftrih. 

Caesar. 
What, Brutus too I Nay, then 'tis dme to die. 
[Falls down, and covers hhnfelfnuitb Us roks* 

Brutus. 
Liberty! freedom! tyranny is dead. 
Nay, ffir not, worthy lords, nor be amaz'd ; 
We mean no harm to any Roman here: 
Conful, retire, for fear the coming crowd 
ShonU prefs too much upon your rev'rend age. 

Cassius. 
Run to the (Ireets, and cry out, Liberty ! 
Ring in their ears aloud that pleaflng found. 
Stoop, Romans, ftoop. 

And let us bathe our hands in Caesar's blood, 
Befpot our garments, and befmear our fwoids; 
Then walk we forth into the market*plaoe. 
And waving our red weapons o'er our heads, 
ijry out aloud, freedom and liberty ! 

BauTus. 
The deed is done, what need we triumph in it ? 
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SCENE IV. 

Enter a Senator. 

WcU now^ what news ? 

Senator. 

The people are amaz'dy 
Cry out, and ftare, and run about the ftreets^ 
As in an earthquake. 

[T^^y al^ftoop down to Caesar's body^ excefi 
Brutus. 

Casca. 

How many ages hencd 
Shall this our lofty (cene be a^ed o'er. 
In dates unborn, and accents yet unknown ! 

Trebonius. 
How many times (hall Caesar bleed in fport^ 
While the attentive throng (hall melt in tears^ 
To fee his fell! 

Brutus. 
As oft as that Audi bej 
So often fhali this knot of us be call'd 
The men who gave their country liberty. 
Let's venture forth. 

Cassius. 

Come, on then, let's away. 
Brutus fhall lead, and we will grace his fteps 
With all the bed and boldeft fons of Rome. 

Brutus. 
What ! Antony returned; and without arms ! 
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SCENE V. 

Enter Antony, and toting na notice ofthem^ 
falls on his knees /0 Caesar's bodj„ 

Antont. 
I was atMiUe to deftud thy lUe, 
And theirefere now can (carce endure my own^ 
Thou great good man ! is all thy raoeof gloiy 
Ihroaght to this wretched end ^ iDUft thoa icorn death 
In all thofe bloody fields^ to find ithere I 
Oh^ 'tis I feel it ; thou art paft the pain ; 
But in my heart *tis adted o'er and o'er. 
For ev'ry thought of thee, and of diy love. 
Gives me firihfofTow: take my tribute lieie 
Of fighs and tears that always fiuU attend thee. 

I ask your pardon, noble lords ; mydioogfats 
Were too much there, to look on aught befidcs. 
Yet think not I repent of what I faid ; 
For I will fpeak thepraiiesof my friend. 
Nor fear ev'n Heav*n, (hould it reply in dmndef. 
He was my fnend, and I will dill be his, 
Tho' the Gods rage, and mankind meanly joins} 
AVho (hew regard to Heav'n in nothing elfe 
But iBghting merit, when the Gods forfake it. 
Yet I, of all fufpedted, and alone, 
Will boldly thus embrace this precious body. 
Kay, gaze not on me with fuch threatening looks; 
Think not, that if I Talu'd now my life^ 
I am fo foolifh to expofe it thus. 
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'What hour fb fit for me, what death fo glorious^ 
As here to fall with Caesar, and by you, 
The mafter (pirits, fure, of all the world i 
Kill me then quickly; kill me with thofe daggers 
That reek in blood of him I lov*d fo well: 
For, could I languifh out a thoufand years, 
1 ne'er fhould find myfelf (b fit to die: 
'Tis now a pleafure, what may be a pain. 

BRUxys. 
Oh! Antony, beg not your death of us. 
You little think, when you commended Caesar, 
How much my fbften'd heart approved your praife. 
Rough tho' we feem, and tho' our hands are bloody, 
Yet, Antony, you only fee our hands. 
Which, free, as thofe of judice, from all rage. 
Have done adeed,fpite of our fofter fouls. 
Your firiendfhip to dead Caesar we efteem. 
And value yours the more: then join with us 
To fettle Rome firm in its ancient fireedom ; 
And we will join with you to make you grea( ; 
As great as can confift with liberty. 

Cassius. 
Your voice (hall found as high as any man's 
In the eledlion of new magidrates. 

Brutus. 
Only be patient till you hear the caufe 
Of all this feeming cruelty. You know 
Caesar us'd me as kindly as yourfelf. 
Were I ambitious, or fought private ends. 
This, fure, was not the way. Witnefs, you Gods ! 
None e'er who kill'd himfelf, lov'd him he (lew. 
Better than I lov'd Caesar ! 

A a 
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Antony, 

Oh my heart ! 
Hold up a while, and help me to diHemble ! [Afdc* 
Give me your hands, I mud accept your love, 
Mod noble Brutus, and yours^ Caius Cassius. 
Alas ! my credit ftands on flipp'ry ground ; 
And there's a precipice on either fide. 
To anfwer this your gentlenefs with rage, 
(When you thus fpare me ev'n againd my will) 
That would appear but a too rough return : 
Yet may not this too look like fear, or flatt'ry ? 
That I lov'd Caesar, I mud ever own ; 
That he lov'd me, his favours fhew'd too well 
How (hall I do my part to him, and you ? 
Unlefs you will vouchfafe to give me reafons 
Why Caesar died ; and let me bury hira 
(As it becomes his friend) with decent honour: 
Then I'll but deep his afhes in my tears, 
And in his cold urn fmother all my forrow. 

Brutus. 
'Tis jud, we grant it ; take his body hence; 
And I will join myfelf to do him honour. 

Cassius. 
Hold, Brutus ; fird confider well of that: 
The eafy rabble maybe mov'd againd us. 
Who knows how rhetVick may prevail on fools? 

Brutus. 
We need not, Ca s s i us, be fo much concemM ; 
Now Rome's fecure, there's no fuch thing as danger. 
'Twas Caesar's foul we fear'd, and that once gonCi 
We cannot ufe his harmlefs corpfe too well. 

Cassius. 
But yet I fear the word. 
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, Brutus. 

Befides, I'll go, 
Lnd fpeak before him in the market-place, 
iut, Antony, your praife muft be fo nice, 
LS not to blame our aflion : you may (hew 
•oth iQve to Caesar, and eflcem of us. 

Cassius. 
ris (peech (ball be your pattern ; fo we leave you 
"o pay«that pity which you owe your friend. 

[Exeunt all but AvnoHY, 



S G E N E VI. 

NTONY, 'whojlands over the body of CxiE^SKKy alone* 

Antony. 
Ity indeed ! but what a wretched change : [foul 
'hat thou fhouldft move it ! Thou, whofe wond'rous 
^as high as e'er humanity attained ; 
et gentle a^ theliumbleft of inankind. 

[Enter fame friends ^Antony. 
'by vaft ambition was but juft, and like 
'he element of fire when firft created, 
^ich foar'd above the refl, to (hine more glorious^ 
nd chear the under world with light and heat, 
'hou dill (halt (hine a comet, and portend 
black aiid bloody fcene of civil war. 
Iiefe wounds infpire me with prophetick skill, 
V^hich like dutpb mouths op'ning their bloody Ups^ 
%m to intreat the utterance of my tongue, 
ow the whole world difiorb'd, wUl mi& thee foon ; 

Aa 2 
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Men (hall bemoan their matter^ beat their brea(b| 
And lay upon thy death all their misfortunes. 
Wars, bloodfhed^ maflacres^ fuch horrid deeda;^ 
And fatal fury, (hall be fo familiar. 
That cuftom (hail take off all (enfe of crime^ 
And (harae and guilt (hall be but words forgo^ 
Loft in the boundlefs licence of the times. 

Come, let us bear him to the market-place* 
This is a jewel yet, the' dropt by fortune; 
With which we'll purcha(e popularity, 
And (et up for ourfelves in this new world. 
Our tears and grief will foften their hard hearts^ 
Fit to receive imprellion firom our words. 
And when crowds Fiften once, there is no fear: 
They have the people's hearts, who have their car. 

\lExeunt nuith the body ^Cae SAR< 



To befuf^ after the fourth Aiim 



FOURTH CHORUS. 



HOW great a curie has providence 
Thought fit to caft on human-kind! 
Learning, courage, ebqnence, 
; The gentleft nature, nobleft mind^ 
Were intermixt in one alone ; 
Yet in one moment overthrowiu 
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lonld chance, or fenfelefi atoms join 

To form a fool (b great as his ? 
)r would thole pow'rs wehold di^ne, 

Deftroy thdr own chief mafter-piece ? 
Vhere fo mnch difficnity lies, 
rhe doubtful are the Only wife. 

Lnd| what nmil more perplex our thoughts} 
Great Jove the heft of Romans (endSy 

To do the very worft of faults, 
And kill the kindeft of his ^ends* 

\ll this is £u above oar reach, 

IVhatever priefis prefume to preach* 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 

< 

S C E N E /i&<f F o R u M. 



Enter Brutus and CAssivSy/ollatved fy crov)ds 

of Citizens. 



B,- I Citizen. 
EHOLD the men who have deliver'd Rome! 

2 Citizen. 
Brutus has freed us all^ and he (hall rule us. 

3 Citizen. 

We will be free, and ferve the noble Br utu s. 

Brutus. 
Why, Friends, ye fpeak impofEbilities ; 
Would ye be free, yet ferve ? how odd that founds ! 
I grieve to fee you bear your change no better. 
But give me leave to fatisfy you all, 
Why we have done this deed, and for whofe fakes. 
I'll go up here ; they who will hear me, (lay ; 
The reft may follow Ca s s i us, and hear him. 

1 Citizen. 
I would hear Brutus fpeak. 

2 Citizen. 

rfl follow Cassius : 
And we'll compare together what they fay. 
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\ 3 CiTIZEH. 

The noble Brutus is afceuded : Silbmcb I 

Brutus. 
Friends, deareft countrymen, and worthy Romans; 
You lovers of your laws and liberties ; 
Hear me throughout with patience, not with paflion : 
For, tho' your kindnefs is my chief contentment^ 
I would not owe your judgment of this deed 
To any thing but reafon well inform'd* . 
Who is it here thinks Caesar innocent ? 
I was his friend, and yet I thought him guilty; 
And faults are great, which friends cannot foigive. 
Why /hould I kill him then but for your lakes? 
A wretch who yields a limb to be cut off. 
Does only that to fave a life that's dearer : 
And when a grieving parent whips his child^ 
Call it correction, but not cruelty. 
If then the very beft of C a E s a r 's friends 
Should ask me, Why I kill'd him ? Thus I anfwerr. 
It was not that I lov'd him lefs than he ; 
But 'twas becaufe I lov'd my country more. 
Wou'd you have Caesar live, and die all flaves ; 
Rather than have him dead, to live all freemen i 
As Caesar lov'd me, oh ! I weep for him; 
As he was fortunate, I can rejoice; 
As he was valiant, I honour him : 
But, as he was ambitious, I flew him. 
Who's here fo baie, as would become a bondman i • 
If any, fpeak; for him I have offended. 
Who's here fo rude, that would not be a RomtUi? 
If any, fpeak; for him I have offended. 
Who's here fo vile^ to value any things 
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£v*n his bed friend, before the publick good i 
I own^ nay boaft, I have offended him. 
What fay you conntryraen ? 

Citizen. 

None^ B&uTUS|noQe. 

Brutus. 
T|ien none have I offended by his deadi. 
The retfon fi>r it (hall be fiur enroli'd; 
His glory not diminifli'd in the leaft. 
Here conies his body, monm'dby good ANTOxitrs; 

Eptter Antony tmt^ the body ^Caesar. 

Who, tho' a friend of Caesar, is ours too; 
And fo has leave to bury him with honour. 
In a free government all (hould be friends : 
And he, who would have (av'd dus Caesar's liffl^ 
Shall yet receive advantage by his death. 
Freedom of vote in governing the world : 
As which of you (hall want it ? I conclude ; 
That, as I flew my friend to fave my country, 
I hiere have the fame dagger for m3rfelf, 
Whenever Rome (hall wi(h, or need my death. 

{Defcenii* 

1 Citizen. 

I^iive, Brutus, live : bring him in triam{^ home. 

2 Citizen. 
jSive him a (tatue by his anceftors. 

9 Citizen. 
]L.et him be Caesar* 

4 Citizen. 
Caesar was nodiing to him; 
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ct him be crown'd, I will have Brutus crown'd. 

Brutus. 
!old, worthy countrymen. 

1 Citizen. 

Peace; filence. 

2 Citizen. 

Peace; 
)r Br u t u s fpeaks again. 

Brutus. 
3u'll make roe draw this dagger once again ; 
It 'tis againd myfelf ; for I woald die 
>ur fellow^firiend, rather than live your lord* 
m almo/1 make me wifh Caesar alive : 
one muft rule, there's none could do it better, 
ay hear Marc-Antony; fbrmy fake hear him; 
: fpeaks by our permiifion, and is noble. 
It, while he praifes Cabsar, then remember 
lonour'd him as much, but lov'd you more. 
7> ftay^ good Rx)mans ; not a man go with me. 

lExit. 

1 Citizen. 

bis Caesar was a tyrant; Brutus (ays ib; 
id no man living knows a tyrant better. 

2 Citizen. 

»r, neighbours^ why (hould Brutus kill himeUe i 
i lov'd him. Therefore fure he was a tyrant. 

3 Citizen. 
)tably {aid ! anfwer me that who can. 

It come, let's hear Marc*Antony a little. 

Antony. 
>r Brutus' fake I am beholden to you. 

Bb 
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1 Citizen. 

What's that of Brutus ? beftfpeakwellofB&UTUS. 

3 Citizen. 
How's this ? What does he iky, for Brutus' fake? 

3 Citizen. 
He fays^ for Brutu s' fake he is beholden to us. 

2 Citizen. 

Oh, very well ; go up Marc-Antont. 

Antony. 
Shall I go np, and will you give me leave i 

Citizens. 
Ay, ay. [Antony afcendi* 

Antony. 
Friends, countrymen^ and Romans, hear me gently; 
I come to bury Caesar, not to praife him. 
Lo here the fata! end of all his glory : 
The evil that men do, lives after them ; 
The good is often bury 'd in their gravea : 
So let it be with Caesar. NobleBauTUS 
Has told you Ca e s a r was ambitious : 
If he was fb, then he was much to blame ; 
And he has dearly paid for his offence. 
I come to do my duty to dead Caesar • 
Here, under leave ofBRUTUs and the reft^ 
He was my firiend^ faithfnl and juft to me; 
But yet it ft^na he was ambitious. 
Brutus has faid It, I mufl fay it too; 
For Brutus is a man of flri^eft honour. 
Thoufaflds of captives Caesar brought to Rome; 
Whole ranfbm often fili'dthe publick coffers. 
Was this ambition i Brut u a fays it was s 
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AndB&UTUs IS an honourable man. 

When wretched orphans cry'd^C a £ s ar would weep| 

So weep for them, that they have wept no more : 

Ambition feldom is fo tender-hearted. 

You all have feen how at the publick fports. 

Out of a foolifh and too fonvard love, 

He was prefented with the kingly crown, 
Which he then thrice refes'd ; was this ambition i 

Yet Br UTUS fays he was ambitious, 
And Brutus is a man we all mufl honour. 
I fpeak not to difprove what Brut us fpoke. 
But mufl as little wrong this dead, good man. 
You aU did love him once, not without caufe ; 
And will you hate him dead, whom you lov'd living i 

juftice, jufUce ! whither art thou fled ? 
For men have loft their reafon* Bear with me ; 

My heart's beneath that mantle there with Ca esar ; 
And I mud paufe a while, 'till it comes back. [JVerfSi 

I Citizen. 
Methinks there's much of reafon in his fayings, 
If you confider rightly of the matter. 
C A £ s A R has had fome wrong. 

2C1TIZEM. 

Has he, my mailers ? 
They will have much ado to make amends to him. 

1 fear there will a worfe come in his place, 

3 Citizen. 
Mark*d you his words ? he would not take the crowni 
Therefore 'tis certain he was not ambitious. 

I Citizbk. 
If it be found (b^ fome (hall pay dear for it. 

Bb 2 
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2 Citizen. 

See^ if good An ton y can fpeak (or weeping ? 

3 Citizen. 

There's not a nobler man in Rome than Antont. 

2 Citizen. 
But mark him ; he begins again to fpeak. 

Antony. 
Bat yefterday the word of C a e s a r might 
Have pafs*d through all the world : now he lies therCi 
And none fo low to do him reverence. 
Oh Romans ! if I were difpos'd to move 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 
I (bould do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong, 
Who^you all know, are honourable men. 
Yet here*s a parchment with the feal of Caesar^ 
I found it in his clofet ; 'tis his will : 
Let but the commons hear this teftament, 
(Which^ pardon me, I do not mean to read) 
And they would run and kifs dead C a e s a r's woand^; 
And dip their napkins in his facred blood ; 
Nay, beg a hair of his for memory. 
And dying, mention it within their wills^ 
Bequeathing it as a rich legacy 
To their dear ifTue. 

4 Citizen. 
Wfi'll hear this will : read it, Mar c- Antony. 

All. 
The will, the will, we muft hear C ae s a r 's will. 

Antony. 
Have patience, gentle friends ; I muft not read it ; 
It is not fit you know howCAESAR lov'd yea. 



1 

J 



JULIUS CAESAR. i9f 

I not woody you are not ftones, bat men ; 
ing metkf hearing the will of Cabs ar, 
nflame you, it will nuke you mads 
ill you know not that you are his hdrt; 
fOM did, oh I what might come of it ? 

3 Citizen. 
le ^11, Antony ; for we will hear it. 

Antony. 
ou be patient ? will you ftay a while i 
o'erftiot myfelf to tell you of it ; 
wrong the honourable men, 
; daggers flabb'd the undefended Cabs Aft* 

1 Citizen. 

irs and rogues ! they honourable men i 

2 Citizen. 

sand murderers! Come, read the will. 

Antony. 
ill compel me then to read the will, 
nake a ring about the corps of C a b s A R« 
t me (hew you him that made the will, 
defcend ? and will yon give me leave i 

All. 
down. 

1 Citizen. 
Defcend, you (hall have leave. 

2 Citizen. 

Aring« 

3 Citizen. 

off a while; (land from the body there. 

4ClTIZBlf. 

room for AifTONY^ mod noble Antony. 
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Antony. 
Nayi preTi not fo upon mc, gentle fricndf. 
If you have cetrsy prepare to (hed 'em now. 
You aU bare ieen diis mantle ; I remember 
The firft time ever Caesar pot it on; 
'Twas on a Summer's ev'ning in his tent^ 
After a glorious fight againft your foes. 
Look! in this place ran Gassius' dagger through! 
See what a rent the envious Gasc a made ! 
Here, here, the well-belov'd Ba u t u s ftabb'd ; 
And as he pluck'd his curfed fied away, 
Mark how the blood of Caesar foUow'd it! 
As rufhing out abroad, to be refolv'd 
If it were Brutus fo unkindly ftruck i 
For Brutus, as you know, was Caesar*s favVIee; 
Judge, O you Gods i how dearly C a ssar lov'd hiflif 
This, this was the unkindefl: ftroke of all ! 
For when undaunted Caesar faw him (bb. 
Ingratitude, more (Irong than traytors arms^ 
Quite vanquifh'd him. Then burft his mighty hetrt; 
Then in his mantle muffling up his face. 
Under a croud of villains, Caesar fell. 
Oh ! what a fall was there, my countrymen ! 
Then I, and you, and Rome itfelf too fell. 
While bloody treafon flourifli'd o'er our heads. 
.Oh ! now you weep, and I perceive you feel 
The dint of pity ; thefe are worthy drops. 
Kind fouls ! what ! weep you when you but behold 
Our Cabsar's vefture torn? Oh ! then \oqk here: 
Here is bimfelf^ mangled you fee by traytors I 

[Takes offtbt nmth* 
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1 Citizen. 
arnfol fight ! 

2 Citizen. 

O cniel trtytors^ viMns ! 

3 Citizen. 

ble Caesar! bat we'll be revengM. 
:e, kill, flay, let not a traytor live. 

Antony. 
countrymen. 

4 Citizen. 

Peace there ; he ipeaks again* 
All* 
1 hear him, follow him, and die with hiin# 

Antony. 
1 friends, dear friends^ let me not ftir you up 
bch a fudden flame of mutiny. 
f who have done this deed^ are men of note: 
It private griefs they had, alas ! I know not, 
ch made them do it ; they are wond*rous wife^ 
willy no doubt, give you fome ihew of reafon* 
nenot, friends^ to (leal away your hearts: 
1 no orator, as Cassius is; 
as you know me all, a plain, blunt man, 

love my friend ; and that they know full well, 
D gave me leave to (peak in publick of him: 

1 have neither art, nor words, nor worth, 
on, nor utt'rance, nor the pow'r of fpeech^ 
ftir mens blood ; I only fpeak plain truth, 

1 tell you that which you already know : [^mouths, 
V you dear Caesar's wounds, poor, poor, dumb 
I ^d them (peak for me: But, were I B&utus, 
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And Brutus here; fo great an orator 
Would rouze up ev'ry foul, and put a tongue 
In ev'ry wound of Caesar, which (hould move 
The very (tones to rife and mutiny. 

All. 
We'll mutiny ; we'll burn the houfc of B&uTUs. 

4 Citizen. 
Away then^ come^ feek the Confpirators. 

Antony. 
Yet hear me^ countrymen, yet hear me (peak. 

All. 
Peace, ho ! hear Antony, mod noble Antont. 

Antony. 
Why, friends, you go to do you know not what. 
Wherein hasCAESARthus deferv'd your love ? 
Alas ! you know not; I muft tell you then. 
Yon have forgot the will I told you of. 

All. 
Tls true, the will; let's (lay and hear the will. 

Antony. 
Here is the will, and onder Caesar's (eal; 
To ev'ry Roman citizen he gives, 
To ev'ry (ev'ral man, fev'nty-five drachma'9. 

3 Citizen. 
Well (aid; thofe drachma's will coft fome men dear«1 

All. 
Mofl: gen'rous Caesar J we'll revenge his death, 

Antony. 
Hear me with patience. 

All. 
Peace, ho I noble Caesar ! 



> 
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AVTONY. 

Moreover^ he has left you all his walks. 
His private gtrdens, and new-planted orchards 
Oa Uiis fideTiber, here he gives to you. 
And to your heirs for ever ; publick pleafuret^ 
To walk abroad, and recreate yourfelves. 
[Here was a C a Es Ak I when comes fucb another i 

All. 
|0 never, never; come. Sirs, come away. 

Antony. 
[old, hold, my mafters, (lay one moment longer; 
fow keep your hearts from breaking if you can : 
Prepare ye now to burft with grief and anger, 
iold this fcroll, the very hand of Caesar ! 
it he notes this firm and fettled porpofe; 
^irft to fubdue the Parthians, our word foes, 
lOd then reftore Rome to her ancient freedom, 
rilkeep the pow'r, faith he, of Rome's didator^ 
Till I have vanquifh'd all her enemies : 
Then, oh ye Gods ! may fhe be free for ever, 
Tho' at the expence of all our deareft blood ! ^ 
It precious blood is here indeed let out, 
It Where's the liberty we purchafe by it i 
llaves as we are to murderers and villains* 

1 Citizen. 
Well burn his body in the holy place. 

And with the brands fire all the villains hou(es. 

2 Citizen. 
Take up the body. 

3 Citizen. 

Go, fet fire; pull down 
Cc 
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The very fenate-boufe\<rherc Caesar dyM. 

Antony. 
So, let it work : mifchief, thou art afoot. 
Take now what courfe thou wilt ! deftrudion^ rum, 
The baneful iflue of fo Uack a deed ! 

Ambition, when unbounded, brings a curie ; 
But an aflafllnate deferves a worfc. 



THE END. 
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^URfceneisAdienB* And great Athens iiiiii'<l| 

What (bul Co doll a8 not to be inflamM i 
ViethinkS; at mentioning that (acred place, 
K rev'rend awe appears in ev'ry face, 
Por men fo fam'd, of fuch prodigious partt| 
As tau^t the world all (ciences and arts. 

Amidft all theie, ye (hall behold a man 
The moft applauded Cnce mankind began ; 
Ont-fhbing ev'n thofc Gredcs who moft excel ; 
Whofe life was one fix'd coarfe of doing wdl. 
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Oh ! who can therefore without tears attend 
On fuch a life, and fuch a BlXsI end i 

Bat here our aadior, befides other &alt$ 
Of ill exprelli^ns, and of vulgar thoagjits. 
Commits one crime that needs an aft of grace^ 
And breaks the law of unity of place : 
Yet, to fuch noble patriots, overcome 
By fiidtious violence, and banifti'd Rome, 
Athens alone a fit retreat could yield : 
And where can Brutus ^1, but in Philippi field ? 

Sdme criticks judge, ev'n love itfelf too mean 
A care to mix in fuch a lofty fcene. 
And with thole antient bards of Greece believe 
Friendftiip has ftronger charms to pleafe or grieve: 
Put our more am'rous poet, finding love, 
Amidft all other cares, ftill ihines above; 
Lets not the beft of Romans end their lives. 
Without jud foftnefs for the kindeft wives. 
Yet, if ye think his gentle nature fuch. 
As to have foften'd this great tale too roach. 
Soon will your eyes grow dry, and paffion fall ; 
When ye refleft, 'tis all but conjugal. 

This to the few and knowing was addrefl ; 
And now 'tis fit I fliould falute the re(t. 
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Mod reverend dull judges of the pit^ 
By nature curs'd with the wrong fide of wit ! 
You need not care what-e*er you fee to-night^ 
How ill fome players adt^ or poets write ; 
Should our miftakes be never fo notorious^ ^ 
You'll have the joy of being more cenforious : 
Shew your finall tallent then^ let that fuffice ye; 
But grow not vain upon if^ I advife ye ; 
Each petty critick can objedions raife^ 
The greateft skill is knowixig when to praiie. 
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ACT I. SCENE L 

A Vcftibule in Athens. 

Enter Lucilius andVK^ws, 



JLUCILIUS. 

EXPRESS upoa expcefs arrives from Rome, 
Their veneration for moft noble Brutus 
Is now reviv'd^ and makes tU mourn bis abfence. 

Varius. 
But yet fome threaten to deftroy us here^ 
For giving (helter to that worthy Roman : 
What (i^eans this contradi(Siion ? 

Lucilius. 

rJl inform you. 
Our empire groan'd beneath the pow'r of C a e s ar ; 
A man fo fam'd for clemency and courage, 
(Qualities charming ev'n in enemies) 
That pone, tho' virtuous, could refolve to a^ 
A bold and noble deed, which all men wi(h*d. 

Varius. 
You mean the death of Ca e s a r. Pray go on. 

Lucilius. 
At length, a man of all the world indin'd 
The leaft to violence, or any pafHon ;. 

A man fublimely wife, exa6ly juft • 

Dd 
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Varius. 
After this charafter^ you need not name him. 

LUCILIUS. 

Br UTUSy the head of all thofe noble fpirits 
Who fhine at Rome, and rule the under world, 
Seledls the very choiceft of them all, 
And fells the tyrant in the very fenate. 

Varius. 
This deed of Brutus feems the will of Heav'n, 

LUCILIUS. 

And fo accounted for his wondVous virtue. 

The foldiers, fenators, and common people, 

(If among Romans they can be lb calFd) 

£v'n the beil friends of Caesar follow'd Brutus 

As the avow'd deliv'rcr of his country: 

Till his foft nature, and his gen'rous fpirit, 

Refign*d the corps to be interr'd with honour. 

Varius. 
That made this fatal change, as we are told. 

LUCILIUS. 

Moft true, in thofe that heard the fam'd oration. 
What is ic eloquence cannot perfuade? 
Reafon iifclf comes over to its fide. 
Thus Antony, fbon as his fpeech was ended, 
Rais*d in that heat fo great a rage againfl us. 
As forc'd ev'n friends to a<5l the part of foes : 
Yet now the wife repent, and revVence Athens 
For thus fupporting the moft worthy Brutus. 

Varius. 
The roads from Rome are fiU'd by valiant crouds, 
Who fly from fafety, to partake our danger. 

LUCfLIUS. 

No wonder : fince virtue has ever fix'd 
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Kind correfpondence between Rome and Athens. 
The youth of Rome^ and all whom Rome has con- 
iither repair to learn philofbphy. quer'd, 

uhief among thefe, you (fon of famous Tully) 
\dvis'd no doubt by your illuQrious father, 
nvited Brutus and his brother Cassius 
To make great Athens centre of the war. 

Varius. 
i^nd (he has own'd your caufe in ample manner. 
Armies are levy'd, and vaft fumsare rais'd| 
n the defence of Roman liberty. 

LuciLius. 
>h ! noble efforts of republick fpirit I 
Vhy this is being friends to human-kind ; 
VTiich, next to Heav'n, is moft oblig'd to thofe 
V^ho refcue liberty from vile oppreflion. 

Varius. 
^ur ancient heroes thus grew Gods themfelves : 
efidesy 'tis in a manner felf- defence 
'o help in neighboring dangers ; for it hinders 
uture encroachments on ourfelves at home. 

LUCILTUS. 

f thaty Athenians are almoU too jealous: 
v'n with ingratitude they crufh ambition , 
nd banifh merit^ when the lead afpiring, 

Varius. 
[oft wifely do they adt, nay jufUy too : 
or we reward a leader's fervice beft, 
I barring him the means of doing mifchlef. 
iappier^ much happier had it been for Caesar, 
ad be been banifh'd> while yet innocent, 
han e'er returned triumphant o'er his country. 

Dd 2 



212 THE DEATH OF 

S G E N E U. 

Enter Dolabella^ pulling off his dijguife, 

LUCfLlUS. 

What! DoLABELLAhere? 

DOLABELLA. 

A friend to Varius, 
Sent by Amtoni us in moft fecret manner^ 
To ask an interview of noble Brutus, 
Before the foldier joins in bloody battle. 
Who knows but each greatchief tnay grow more kind; 
In fjght of wond'ring armies may embrace, 
And Rome (hall fmile at their returning fi^ds ? 

{Exit Luc I LI us. 
Varius. 
And can you think that Brutus flew great JuliuS; 
To fufFer tyranny in other hands ? 

DOLABELLA. 

Alas ! that tyranny is but a word, 

Us*d only by us when we hate our ruler. 

Have we not found (youll pardon me, good Varius) 

That ev'n this change you call deliverance 

Has but remov'd one hardfliip for a greater^ 

A (Ingle grievance for a civil war ? 

Varius. 
Wliat do I hear ! Is any grievance equal 
To that moft abjeft (late of being fubjeds 
To will, to pafFion, or to lawlefs humour ? 

Dolabella. 
Yet thefe exprefCons (hew 'tis not mere ruling. 
But ruling ill, you fear. When prudence fways> 
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•Tis happinefs, not flav'ry, to be govcmM. 
To biefs our times with plenty, and with pleafures^ 
Prevent diforders^ and promote diverfions. 
Hinder us all from hurting one another. 
Take all the cares, and leave us all the joys. 
Can only be accompliQi'd by great power. 
When piacM in fuch atnan asGod-ltke Biliftvs* 

Vauius. 
Where is content or pleafure under force ? 
The freedom of man's will not Heav'n confiraint t 
Who wants it, and endures it, is a bmte. 
Yet put the cafe fame Phoenix prince (hoald fdga^ 
A Vuitur might fdccced ; a fbn, or brother^ 
Who will undo in a few months of feUy, 
(For fhort will be his reign, tho' feeming long) 
Whate'er the wife had been whole years contrtTing. 
Like Brutus, did you fay ? A man like BliuTva 
Ko more would be a (bv'reign, than a flave : 
A man To Virtuous, and fo wife, well knowa 
'Tis better much to bear than do a hardfhip. 

DOLABELLA« 

V/hat hardfhip's done by a^ng fi>r mens good i 

Varius. 
What good can come 6rom arbitrary fway ? 
The choiceft fare, forc'd down, wiU cloy the ftomadi. 
^t here he iomes himfelf to hear yonr meilage : 
At once the humblcft and tfaelugbeft mind 
That ever (hin'd in all oar Roman flory ! 

lExit Vaixvs^ 



fl4 THE DEATH OF 

SCENE HI. 

Enter Bviuru$. 

Brutus. 
A meflage from Anton lus claims a hearings 
"Whom, tho' nay enemy, I ftill efteem. 

DOLABELLA. 

His boldeft wiflies aim at nothing higher; 
And therefore thus afFures moll noble Br utus. 
That what he has done was by nature forc'd. 
From bis frefh forrow for his flaughter'd firiend; 
But now his bleeding country moves him more^ 
And his foul (hakes at fight of civil war. 
Secure him but by taking fov'reign pow'r. 
To you alone he joins with all his force. 

Brutus. 
And I abandon Cassius, and my friends ! 

DOLABELLA* 

Far be it from me to propofe fuch bafenefs. 

May they, and we, be happy under you^ 

And the whole world once governed by the virtuous. 

Brutus. 
Ah ! DoL ABELLA^ little do you know 
The mind of Brutus. When I flew your Caesar^ 
Think you it was ambition ? Jovs is witnefs, 
I would have crown'd him rather than myfelf. 
But Rome claim'd freedom, tho* by C ae s a r's death ; 
Tho* bydeftru6lion of my deareft friend : 
And free (he (hall be dill, if I prevail. 
Antonxus joining in that glorious work^ 
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May claim whate'er a commonwealth can give : 
Nay, I will be his foldier in her fervice. 
Then, neither he nor wc fliall longer ftrive, 
But only who fliall ferve his country bed. 

DoLABgLLA. 

Will you then rather fee the world ia arms. 
Than govern it yourfeif to make it happy ? 

Brutus. 
May the great Gods deftroy that world and me^ 
If e'er I fuffer Rome to be enilav'd ! 
Rome, that has toil'd for fame fo many ages^ 
By valour, and by virtue tam'd mankind. 
Soften 'd rude minds, and in the wildeft foils 
Eilablifli'd manners and humanity ; 
And, cultivating youth with ftrifteft care, 
Fird taught urbanity, that ufeful art 
Of being moft politely fociable ; 
(A virtue fcarce known in the world befide, 
And chiefly owing to our liberty) 
Gods ! (hail all this fink into mean fubmiflion ? 
"Which in a moment would debafe our fouls. 
Like thofe in wretched governments around us. 

DOLABELLA. 

But yet fubmiflion feems deflgn'd by nature : 
"Why, elfe, has flie beftow'd fuch diiF'rent talents ? 
Some, like your own, with worth, and skill to govern ; 
And thoufands only fitted to obey. 

Brutus. 
As well yon mi^ht imagine harmlefs flieep 
Only created for the rav'nous wolf. 

DOLABELLA. 

But is man blameable for mad'ring both ? 
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BR.UTUS. 

Ko; for thole bealk are of inferior rank: 
But where does nature, or the will of Heav'n^ 
SahjcA a creature t9 one like itielf ? 
Man is the only brute enflaves his kind. 

DOLABELLA. 

*Tis not the (hapc, hot fool, that ihews the likenefs i 
Is a mere changeling like a man of prudence ? 

Brutus. 
A man of prudence never will at once 
Make both himielf and all the world unhappy. 
Think you that *tis for envy kings are hated ? 
Pity would rather plead in their defence. 
Did we not more compafiionate their fubjeds* 
Alas ! they (carce have one contented hour; 
Few to confide in, and whole crowds to fear^ 
A(ham*d to rule fo many wKer fubjeds. 
Yet often fway'd by weaker than them&lves. 

DOLABELLA. 

All iStiis were reconcile, if Brutus govem'd| 
Freedom and empire might confift together : 
Yourielf would be the only man uneafy ; 
Which, for the fake of all, yon will not grodge* 

Brutus. 
If there were colour for fo vile a change. 
Or the leaft pleafure in the greated power ; 
Yet I abhor what I difdain to hear. 
Return in fafety back, but tell An ton lus. 
My higheft wifh is to £x, Rome in fireedom ; 
My next, to die before (he is enflav'd. 

[Exit DoLABfiLLA ; manct Brutus. 
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SCENE IV. 

• Enter Varius and LxjciLivSi. 

Varius. 
: Areopa^te council long have fat, 
do great Br v t vs feme unwonted honour, 
e voted to renew th' Olympick games, 
;r8 with plays would crowd the theatres; 
the(e were held diverfions too divine^ 
1 onlycon(ecrated to the Gods, 
ifty the wifeft and moft famous (eriate, 
>ve to you, in fervice to the publick, 
eneration for fuperior virtue, 
Jves to rear your (latue carv'd bySAMius, 
t greateft art! (I, for the bed of men ; 
place it in the facred temple, next 
LMONiusand Aristogiton, 
(e worthy patriots of learned Athens* 

LuciLius. 
f fiiany ages hence (hall wealth of princes 
for thefe dear remains, fo doubly famous^ 
i for th^ work, and him it repreients ! 

Brutus. 
! ever honour from Co wife a people 
^'d fe kindly, yet beftow'd fo ill? 
not only deflitute of merits 
if ambitioni more than to do good, 
e's only due for deeds beyond our duty ; 
> can do thofe in fervice of his country ? 
Romans, and ev'n C a s s i u s^ may repine 

E e 
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At fuch a partial proof of their affedtion. 
Advife me bow to flmn it with rcfped. 

Varius. 
You (hould not, cannot now^ witboat affroilt* 
Ko mean aflembly this^ fuch as proceeds 
In (hew for publick good, with private aim ; 
Sloggifh to roeety yet hady to refolve. 
Thefe^ in (afe mediods, and with prudent fteps. 
Encourage virtue^ and uphold their countrj. 



SCENE V. 



Enter Chstivs, 



Cassius. 
J greet my friend on this new compliment ; 
'Which; in your name^ (hews a refpedt to all. 
The death of Caes a r is a common caufe. 
Which commonwealths in prudence muft approve. 

Brutus. 
True, noble Cassius ; and I never would 
Accept an honour rep'rate(h)m my friends. 
Brutus has nothing in his li(e or humour 
Suited to this unprecedented honour. 

Cassius. 
Methinks you n6W t^ettii yourfelf too Kak^ ' . 
Only to prize this compliment too mucli% 

Brutus. 
A ftatne retr'd to ale, and rear*d by Atfaea8> 
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I own a mod tranfc^ndent obligation ; 
But ev'ry fuin and foJdier tbey have rais'd 
In aid of liberty, afk&s me more. 

Cassivs. 
I ever thought a Roman general 
Above reward from an Athenian fenate. 
AVhat is a trifle then giv'n by grey-beards^ 
Mov'd by a little popularity? 

Brutus. 
But, to be mov*d by envy, fure, is woHe. 

Cassius. 
I did not envy Caesar, tho' lilew him. 

Brutus. i 

An honed mind can envy no ufurper; 
You (aid you kiii*d him for the publickgood. 

Cassius. 
You know I kiird him for the publick good ; 
Who doubts it, does me wrong. 

Brutus. 

Do none yourfelf. 
"What ! fhall we two, the champions of freedom. 
Like children, grudge at one another's play* things? 
Come, we are friends. But think not I am fond 

[Emiraces him. 
Of airy trifles, tho' I value fame. 
Fame for good deeds is the reward of virtue. 
Third after fame is giv'n us by the Gods, 
Both to excite our minds to noble ads,' 
And give a proofed fome immortal date. 
Where we diall know, that feme we leave behind, 
That hightft blefling which the Cods beftow. 

Ec 3 
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Cassius. 
But 'tis a greater not to need their bleflings. 
You Stoics hold a wife man is above them. 

Brutus. 
Yet not infenfible to reputation. 
For that he flights all torments, ev*n difgrace; 
Nay, what is harder yet, defpifes pleafarc; 
A (Irength of mind which only man pollefles* 

Cassius. 
I fee no fuch diftin6!ion, nor whereia 
'Man fo tranfcends, except in arrogance. 
This great foperiority of man 
Often comes fliort ev'n of the meaneft creatures: 
They in their ways more happily confin'd. 
Seem not to fcorn, or bear down one another; 
Never ungrateful, or the lead deceiving. 
But keep wife nature's latirs with Arid obediencCt 
Oh happy for the world, if in thefe times 
Mankind in gen'ral were no worfe than brutes ! 

Brutus. 
Ill men, indeed^ I muft confefs, are worfe. 

Cassius. 
And fiire the word of all» their country's enemies. 
Thefe (hould be cenfur'd by our rev'rend priefls, 
Who always raife our thoughts to things above^ 
But yet connive at villainy below. 

Brutus. 
From hence the miferies of Rome proceed* 
AVhen fraud, oppreflion, fouleft calumny, 
Contempt of laws, and bold impieties, 
Appear bare-&c'd ; no auguries more fuff 
Fpretel the ruin of a Uniting (late. 
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Cassius. 
Ko auguries ! What do they e'er foittcl^ 
But as the politician bribes die pried ? 
Mefie combination againft common fenle* 

BauTUs. 
You'll have your way. But do'yon notremembcc 
That foothfayer who (kid^ the Ides of March 
Were come^ not gone ? 

Cassius. 

And that was allheklKV: 
Had he known more, why did he not ii^mn i 

Brvtus. 
The Gods decreed that Rome fhouJd be ddiycrVL 

Varius. 
That devout thpnght revives our finking hopei; 
Heav'n will not fail a caufe it once has bkft* 

Cassius. 
But trull not all to that ; let us be carefbL 
When you ihall march to*morrow after me^ 
Should we not leave fome forces he^ behind f 

Brutus. 
For what ? 

Cassius. 
To keep thefe people firmly to us. 
They, who at Rome command an empire's wealthy 
Have dangerous temptations of ieducing. 

Varius. 
Oh never fear it. Shake Athenian &ith.? 
'Tis (lopping tides, or driving with the winds. 

Brutus. 
They are too Jeam'd, and prudent, not to know 
That 'tis the greatcd foily to be falfe; 
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Not worth a villainy to gain the world. 

A low mean aft fo rankles in the mini. 

There is no joy, nor quiet aft er ward s; 

Kind Heav*B has fbrm'd us ib, that we au^ find 

Content and honefty ftili join'd together. 

€aS8IUS, 

Bat, then we are the more oblig'd to guard ^em 
Againft what they might fuffer for our ial^. 

BauTUS. 
Kindly, and juftly urg'd, I muft confefs. 
But think yoa^ that our enemies -can fpaie 
The fmalleft legion from oppofing us ? 
Detaehinj^ fome, may be their lofs of all. 
Yet, for this place I am concerned fo rouch^ 
You .(hake my realbn when you urge their danger. 
Let them propofe what guards themfelves defire. 

Cassius. 
Kay, there L differ; Once in war^affalrs. 
With all their wit, they cannot judge Co well: 
Nor is it it they judge in their own caufe. 
I'll (Irait afTemble them, and then debate 
With calm deliberation this affair ; 
Which well deferves our fpeedieft management. 
Since we are forc'd to march away fo foon. 
You'll eome, I hope, and fix our refoludon. 

lExitCxBuut. 
Brutus. 
This man has fome uneafinefs of temper^ 
But over-balanc'd by his publick fpirit. 
Which ever (ways him to his country's good. 
Whatt*<r bur matter Zb no may have tau^t as^ 
Nothing is wholly per&A here below: 
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We (hould applaud the metitthat we find^ 
And caft z friendly veil on good mtni JEmlci. 
My filler JiTni A loves him to t Hcdi 
(If there can be cxcefs in love^ or friend(hl^)k ' ' 
Go, and acquaint her gently with the jouiHey 
Which he muft take this night towards Philipjply '•' 
There to decide the importioit fate of Ront» 

I mud prepare the forces tsndsr nie> 
To overtake him on his mirch to-morrow: 
From thence w6*ll hafte conjointly to theboiiit ' 
This fcanty ttwd bean us not both togetlier { 
And we muft onice divide, to part no tn^tt* 



Flk)»T CttORUSi. 

Of Athenian Philofofhers. 

• t 

AVritten at the command of his G&acc, by Mr. POB-E* 

Y£ (hades where faci1?d tttlth i§ (bisght. 
Groves, wh^re iiAmortal fi^es taught^ 
Where heav'tily vifion^i Pil a t^ fir'd> 
And God-like Zeno lay infpir*d ! 
In vain your guiltiefs laurels ftood 
Unfpotted long with human blood : 
War, horrid war, your thoughtful walks invades^ 
And (led now glitters in the mafes (hades. 
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n. 

Oh HetvVborn sisters! fource of art ! 

Who charm the fenfe, or mend the heart ; . 

Who lead fair virtue*s train along, 
Moral TRUTHy.and myftick song ! 

To what new dime, what diftant sky^ 

Forfaken, friendiefs, (hall ye fly? 
Sty ^ will ye blefs the bleak Atlantic (hore. 
Or bid the furious G.aul be rude no more i 

: III. 

When Athens, finks by &tes unjuft; 

When wild Barbarians f]nirn her dnfl ^ 

Perhaps ev'n Britam's utmofl (hore 

Shall ceafe to blulh with ftrangers gore? 

See arts her favage Tons controul^ 

An Athens riling near the Pole; 
Till fome new tyrant lifts his purple hand^ 
And civil madnefs tears them from the land. 

IV. 

Ye Gods ! what juftice rules the ball ? 

Freedom and arts together fall ; 

Fools grant whatever ambition craves. 

And men, once ignorant, are flaves* 

Oh curs*d efFetfls of civil hate; 

In ev'ry age, in ev'ry (late I 
Still when the luft of tyrant pow'r (iicceeda. 
Some Athens peri&es^ fome Tully bleeds. 
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A C T 11. S C E N E L 

The fame Veftibule. 

Enter Var i u s, 'with Ti t i n i u s Ttrwlj arrived 

at Athens, 

TiTINIUS. 

WHAT mean thefe fumptaous picparationt ? 
Is this a time for either pomp or pleafiire I 
When two^ the befland boldeil Tons of Rome, 
The jufteft caufe too that was e'er defended. 
Are on the very brink of their deftrudion. 

Varius. 

wrong not facred Athens, Sir, the nurle. 
The mother of all arts and Sciences : 

Has (he fpread wit and learning thro' the world. 
Nay foften*d Rome herfelf (but rough before) 
To arts, to eloquence^ and gentler manners. 
And is (he now upbraided I 

TiTINIUS. 

Fallacious eloquence, and ufelefs arts ! 

1 own her learning ; but that polifhing 

Has but too much weaken'd our harder fteef. 
Our ancient, rough, and manly worth now bends 
At the hard touch of perils and of toils. 
Our gold is melted to a finer (hape, 
But mix'd with drofs of flntt'ry and corruption. 
Howelfe could Brutus be a banifh*d man ? 
Or how could liberty fly here for refuge \ 

:F f 
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Varius. 
And whither (hould it fly, if not to Athens i 
The fchool of all philofophy and virtoe* 
Our publick recreations here are facred : 
This day th' Athenians, ever true to virtue^ 
In this low ebb, in fpite of powrTul Romey 
Have kept their cudom, tho' againft their fafety^ 
And confecrated fports for your fuccefs. 

TiTINIUS. 

Is't poffible ? Pardon a ftranger's error. 
Newly arriv'd with fuccours from afer. 
Sent from the Gods, I think : for 'tis their canfe; 
And unknown regions have efpous'd our quarrd. 

Varius. 
The fports are juft beginning ; I have time 
Only to let you know thefe are not trifles , 
Or fuch as are in nations loofe of manners ; 
But folemn celebrations to the Gods, 
"With pious hymns imploring their prote^ion. 
Wife Athens ever has indulg'd diverfions 
With more magnificence than greateft princes: 
But they are all difpos'd in praife of virtue, 
Infpiring courage, generofity, 
And moft of all, affection to their country. 
How think you now,TiTiNius ? 

TiTINlUS. 

I recant, 
And grow myfelf impatient for your pteafures. 



^ 
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SCENE IL 

The Scene opens ^ and difcovers the magnificent tempU 
ofVi A c c H V s , 'where the pub lick entertainments nuere 
luont to be celebrated at Athens. Thejlatue ofB r u - 
Tus being this day ere£ledy isfuppofed to be the occa^ 
Jion ofthefefolemnities^ andmufi appear in the fur* 
thermoji part of the ft age. 

After thejhe*ws and fongs are over^ Brutus, Luc i- 
Lius, TiTiNius, and Varius remain on the 
Stage. 

LUCILIUS. 

By thefe refin'd dlverfions; we perceive 
This town retains its old magnificence* 
No wonder Atticus, fo nice a judgc^ 
When he retir'd, preferred this place to alU 

Varius. 
Phllofbphy is highly'ft honoured here ; 
And firom that fountain of fuperior wifdotn 
Flows all this dream of arts and fciences^ 

Brutus. 
Here poetry, harmonioufly divine. 
Is moll tranfporting, thus accompany 'd 
With artful paintings, and melodious (bunds. 
The Mufes join in all Athenian pleafures. 

Varius, 
But that which has occafion'd the(e delights. 
Gives the true tafte to all ; your matchlefs merit, 

Brutus. 
i^old^ ViVRius ; too much has been faid already 

Ff 3 



228 THE DEATH OP 

In compliment : and I receive it only 

As honour done me for Rome's fake, not mine. 

So prizes, taken but by vulgar hands. 

Are brought in triamph to the Capitol. 

LUCILIUS. 

Yet then, we know, that leader jnftly triamphSy 
Under whofe condudt thofe rich fpoils are gain'd. 

Brutus. 
But were our conduft equal to onr cm(c. 
In which the noble Cassius and myfelf 
Have here engag'd all Afia On oor fide ; 
Yet the whole world delivered, mod acknowMge 
All owing to this gen'rous commonwealth. 

Varies. 
Rome could not fail to find fupport ill Atheol, 
Her elder (ifler, both in arts' and arms. 
And great prbteftfefe of fair liberty; 
That liberty to which fte owes her ^leiKlof . 

Brutus. 
Mod truly noted : from whence ever came 
Good fenfe, or learning, arts of peace, or war ? 
Decpnefs of thought, or noblericfs of natare? 
Except where liberty in!arg*d the mind ? 

Varius. 
The very air of freedom breeds great TquI^^ 
Which education ripens into virtue. 

Brutus. 
And here infpires the ufefulleft of virtues^ 
Tender afTeftion to our native country. 

Varius. 
My friends and near relations, when I took 
My tender leave, after a thoufand coonfels^ 
AiTur'd me that their greateft fatisfadlion 



MARCUS BRUTUS. 939 

Was, that they fent me to this femoas place, 
Where wifdom, and where irirtoe beft arc tangkt;' ' 
And 6iwn*df when Romans write the moft politielj^ 

Their higheft praife is to have copy'd well. 

BiLVTVS. 

TuLLY himfelf confefles Greece foperior: 
Yet he, of iU oor famous wits cf&ome, 
Shines much the brighteft.-. 

Varivs. . . 

Sndi applaufe from Bkvtvs, 
U a reward e^l to a)! his merit. 

TiTimirs. 
To be efleem'd by yon, the greateft kings 
Here fend their legions, tod have lent their treafistfdr 

Butrtcis. 
And timely comes this aid. Advice firom Romd 
AlTures os, all their force is on the maich. 

Varius. 
I thought diflfenfion was among their chiefs. 
Each of them driving to (et up himfelf. 

f/^r^rCASSius. 

Cassius. 
Juft now is come moft nnexpe^ied news; 
Our foes have fbrc'd thehr gen*rals to be friends^ 
And call'd it civil war to fight in qoarrela 
Between Octavius and Aittont; 
Yet think their war is lawful againft us. 

TiTiKnr«. ' 
Alas ! what reasoning can there be in feols, 
lyiio^ bred in ficOioo, blindly jcra with knavci f 
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LVCILIUS. 

They are for licence, not for liberty ; 

And love thofe gen'rals bed, who lead to mimuef. 

Brutus* 
You have defcribM a ftate jaft ripe for rain. 

Cassius. 
Small marches need they make, to meet a fi>e 
So eager as we are, to free our country. 
Oh the delay is tirefome I 

Brutus. 

Yet have patience; 
With vigour &&, but think of all with caution, 

Cassius. 
X>ur rendezvous is iettled at Philippi, 

Brutus. 
Thither you march to-night, and I to-morrow. 
But JUNiA comes^ I fear^ to mourn your abfince, 

[JExeunt. MaadCAmJJSi 



SCENE III. 
Enter JvniA» 

JUNIA. 

Now, all the Gods that guard the innocent, 
Proteft my Cassius ! they are marching hither: 
Ruin is rolling on us from afar. 

Cassius. 
Not hither, Junia ; we (hall fpare thdr pains; 
Our forces intercept their bold prefiimption. 
And I jnft now am making bade to meet them. 
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JUNIA. 

Gome then^ away; with you aO pains are ea(y; 
I am this moment ready for the journey. 

Cassius. 
Ready, alas ! you muft not for this world 
Share in the (hifts and hazards I muft run ; 
Virtue^ like yours, here nonen^ll dare to harm; 
And while you ftay in Athens, I am eafy ; 
My dear, and better half, is out of danger. 

JUNIA. 

And am I yet more wretched than I thought ? 
I had no comfort ]eft for your misfortunes^ 
But that I was to /hare them ev'ry where: 
And will you take that from me ? O 'tis hard ! 
You would not, if you faw my fighing heart. 

Cassius. 
And you (hould go, did I not doubt my own : 
But 'tis (b tender always towards you. 
It (hakes, alas ! my (irmeft refolutions. 
I, like fome skilful fwimmer in a (hipwreck, 
Grafping his only treafure in his arms. 
May, for thy fake, make too much hafte to (bore, 
Leaving the bark with all my firiends behind. 
Your fighs would blow away my heft refblves^ 
Soften my foul, and flacken all its ftrength. 
'When ali*s at (lake, I eagerly may fix 
My mind on you, and never think beyond. 

JUNIA. 

Beyond ! Why, is there any thing beyond 
The dear, the charming objed of our love ? 
Mere thought of that is height of happinefs.^ 
"What image have we of Elyfian bowers. 
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But fach a gentle, ctlm^ contented ftate? 
What hat this trifle of a worU to do 
Widi a hkft pair^ who live embnciBg that i 

Ga still s« 
WhatiaysmjdianDer? can I leave this vosian? 
I could look thus, and laa^fli here for ever. 
Yet there's one tye, more dear than life, or love ; 
^is honour, and the facred g>)od of Rome. 
For thefe I kill'd the greateft man on earth, 
Engag'd the beft and nobleA of mankind 
(And faying that, I neod not name yoyr brother) 
To (lab his friend, and his own heart at once* 
Since I have done all this, I mud do more ; 
Leave Ju MI A here, and ail ray joys behiiMl. 

JUHIA. 

Did I e'er think thatCASsius would forfake me? 

Casbius. 
Forfake ! I leave you as the ricbefl pledge 
AVhich can be glv'n to this illuftrious city. 
That Rome itfelf can be no dearer to me. 
Than friendly Athens for prote^ing you* 

JUNIA. 

Jewels we prize we (eldo m leave behi nd : 

Oh take me with you ! my olEcious love 

Perhaps may ihield you from ibme fudden danger^ 

Soften your angry and uneafy hours, 

And make adverfity idGelf feem pleafing. 

My love could do all this, if yours were equal . [Weeps, 

Cassius. 
All this ! nay more ; what cannot Juni a <k>? 
Then, (ince I dare not hazard you in armies^ 
I will day here, and die within your arms. 
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JUNIA. 

You die! oh Heay'n ! the very found of that 
Checks my defigns^ and chills all my defires. 

Cassius. 
Haft thou not heard, how hard ungrateful Rome 
Purfues the men who once deliver'd her, 
And riots in the blood of her redeemers ? 
Two of our band they have deftroy'd already. 
And vow to fpare no murderer of Caesar; 
That is to fay, no man that lov'd his country, 
Ruin'd hin^felf, only to refcue her. 

JUNIA. 

Oh ! I have talk'd too long : go on, make hafte ; 
I am not ^ont, alas ! to ufe this language, 
But now I can fay nothing elfe : away; 
No matter what becomes of me ; away. 

Cassius. 
Your (potlefs fame muft always be your guard, 
Rudenefs itfelf will reverence fuch virtue. 
I muft immediately hade to our friends. 
Who all aifembled in the fields of Sardis, 
Wait there for me and Br utus. He, to-morrow, 
Shall follow, at the head of mighty numbers, 
Rais'd only by the credit of our caufe ; ,; 

A caufe, well worthy of the world to fuccour I 
Oh ! while I languifli out this long, long abfence, 
Take care of all my treafure, thy dear felf. 

JUNIA. 

Farewel ! thou trueft, kindeft, beft of men ! 

But one look more ^and then a long farewel 

To all content all, t411 we meet again. 

[jE'x// Cassius. Manet Juhia% 
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SCENE IV. 

Enter Varius. 

Variits. 
JuNiA in tcafl! fo fliines an April fan ; 
And fo the precious dew that drops on flower^y 
Steals down unheeded by the vulgar eye: 
But I admire this mafter-piece of nature. 

JUNIA. 

Alas ! my lord^ C a s s i u s is gone to Sardis. 

Varius. 
Is't poflible ? So I was told before, 
Yet never could believe it till this moment. 

JUNIA. 

Whyi was it not determin'd fo in council ? 

Varius. 
I muft eonfefs it was debated there. 
And wifh'd by fome, that all our force at Sardis 
Had f6j(ne great chief, for keeping martial fway : 
But who could hope that Cassi us would be willing 
To part from you, one day, without occaflon i 

JUNIA. 

Is it fo ftrange that Cassius fliould be forward 
In all the proofs of courage, or of conduct ? 

Varius. 
His fame forbids I (hould have fuch a thoBght< 
But yet— — 

JUNIA. 

But what? I cannot guefs your meaning. 
Varius. 
tfot all the noble difcipline of war. 
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Sitrid rules of conduA^heat of martial prowds^ 
The faith of friendlhip, or the oaihs of leagues^ 
Not fame itfelf, no nor the publick good, 
Deferve to be preferred to J uni a's lovc^ 

JUNIA. 

But Rome's at {lake. 

Varius. 

And well it would be loft^ 
For (laying here one night within thoie arms. 

JUNIA. 

Varius^ fo high a compliment as this 

Shews you have fludy'd long at courtly Athens ; 

Where you have learn 'd to know all things, but me t 

Who, tho' I value Cai us Cassius^ 

As ilaves do liberty, or fick men health. 

Nay more than mod of my own (ex love power ; 

Yet (what I think the yery worft of fates) 

I would lofe fight of that dear man for ever, 

Rather than fee him fail our country's cau(e.^ 

Varius. 
Oh ample recompence for all his troubles, 
To be- jb lov'd by you ! but is he grateful. 
Who can (b eafily endure your abfence i 

JUNIA. 

I mourn for his, and judge his grief by mine* 
Retirement fuits a folitary wife, 
And melancholy loves to be alone. 

£Ojfers to go out. 
Varius. 
But (hould not be indulg'd agalnft your health. 

[Stops her% 
Rather fliine forth, and chear your brotheir's fpal. 
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Which dally finks beneath a thoufand cares. 

JUNIA. 

His fours too great to need fach feeble help. 
BefideSy tho* priz'd he be above expreflion. 
Yet ev'n hisfriendfhip muft not vye with love: 
One thought of Cassius out- weighs ftll things e)ie; 
CASSiuSy whofe noble foul would ne'er fubmit 
To him who domineer*d o*er all beOdes : 
C A s s I us^ contriver t>( the tpant*s fall ; 
And (what is more, far more than ail the reft) 
That hardy man who mov'd it firft toBk utus : 
This man, my husband, or my hero rather, 
8hall with his prefence ever chear my eyes. 
Or in his abfence take up all my thoughts. 

[Exit JUNIA, 

S G E N E V. 

E;jter Brvtvs, 

Brutus. 
My fifter weeping ! Tho' her rea(bn govenn, 
I judgeher grief for Cassius, by my own 5 
For Portia's abfence fits upon my heart: 
Nor need I blufli to bear the tender burthen, 
So much (he merits, and fo well (he loves. 
But publick cares muft filence private grief j 
•Since cv'ry hour fome frefli exprefTes tell 
New fatal turns in Rome, portending ill : 
The wav'ring Lepidus, (perceiving Caejba^ 
"Had cunningly agreed with Antony) 
lliio* with ft greater army, yieldis ip t^em.^ 
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Varius. 
What fayi tbcnobleBRUTus ? ^JvNiAgdne! 

Brutus. 
Is Varius deaf to dangers of his country? 

Varius. 
Forbid it, JbvE ! But Junia's melancholy^ 
So very moving^ took up all my thou^ts* 

Brutus. 
Too moving, I'm afraid. 

Varius. 

Indeed, my lord. 
Had you perceiv'd the charms of weeping beauty^ 
That gorgeous drefs which forrow had put on, 
(Out-(hiningalI the gaiety of youth. 
The pleating fmiles of mirtli, and airs of joy) 
Your gentle nature would be mov'd like mine. 

Brutus. 
Why you have drawn a pidhire, my young Var IV8| 
Like any poet, nay, like any lover. 
What, does that word draw forth a guilty b]u(h I 
Be not alarm 'd, no more than I am, Varius; 
Junia's ftriift virtue, and known lovetoGAssivs^ 
Fully prevent my fears, unlefs for you ; 
Whole father's wond'rous merit, and your own. 
Give me a foft concern, as for a fon. 
She is above your very vaineft hopes : 
Kot the mod tempting charms of wit, or worth. 
Mod graceful forms, or dazling (hew of greatnefi. 
Can make im predion on a mind like her*s ; 
Who, tho' my fifter, forces praifcs from me. 

Varius. 
Too much, alas ! I j oin in Ju N I A 's praife 8 
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My eager thoughts (Ull flj before your words. 
And Skd them fhort, far (hort of Jun i a's doe. 

BftUTUS. 

Then whence can riie felf-flatt*ringezpe6bidon? 
Can Var lus reafon thus againft himielfy 
And ad qoke contrary to what he thinks ? 
Oh what is man, when blinded with his paflion f 

Varius. 
Why juft that creature Heav'n thonghtfit to make Mm. 
You are, indeed, exempt from all our follies. 
And reft ferene within ; yet pity others ! 
Behold, I own my ondi^uis'd offence. 
And freely open all my thoughts to you ; 
To you, who are a very God to V a r i u s. 
Who can at once forgive, and cure my weaknefs. 

Brutus. 
But only by defpair ; without that help. 
There is no God himfelf can give you cafe t 
A (harp, I muft confefs, but certain cure. 
Our Stoical philofbphy inftruds us, 
A wife man is above the reach of Jo ve, 
Yet hardly 'fcapes the worft of demons, love. 
But (ince good Juni a's foul is firm as fate. 
Be yours fo too. What helps it to beleam'd ! 
Or to be wife in bus*nefs of the world ? 
Nay, where would be the good to rule that world. 
Without an inward pow'r to govern paffion i 
The man difturb'd within, is but a player ; 
May a6t abroad, perhaps, fome hero's part. 
But finks at home, a low, uneafy Have. 

Varius. 
To teach, is eaiy; but to learn, is hard* 
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As well might Heav'nly So c r ates infufe 
His own wife temper^ while he taught his morals. 
As B&UTU s raife my foul to equal bis. 

Brutus. 
Be not fo modeft^ Vari u s^ nor fo courtly ; 
Brutus is not your roiftrefs, but your friend* 
The Roman virtue ihines fo bright in you^ 
Nothing is wanting to make up perfection 
But your command o'er this unfruitful palEon. 
Love, ev*n when mod fuccefsful^ makes not happy* 
Sometimes indeed, pleafure beyond exprefEon 
PofTefTes all at once both mind and body, 
Confounding (bul and fenfe with height of rapture* 
But what allays o'erbalance all this joy ! 
Frequent difquiets, doubts, and jealoufies ; 
Sometimes the pains of abfence, and fometimeSj 
Amidft the blifs, a difmal dread tolofe it. 
At bed the pleafure is but intermitting^ 
While the uneafy fever never ceafes. 
But love, when (lighted, is intolerable : 
AVho courts the faireft tyrant, is a fool. 
And lives a martyr in the meaneft caufe. 

Varius. 
Enough, enough, I am already cur'd. 
At lead till Junia is beheld again. 

Brutus. 
*Tis half a cure in love to wifh for one. * 
Give me your hand, you'll march with me to»morrow, 
"Where you will drown your (ighs in founds of war^ 
And turn your tendV^ft thoughts on your poor 
country* [Exeunt 3rutus and Varius* 
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SECOND CHORUS. 



OfAtbeman Youths ^n^ Virgins. 
By Mr. POPE. 

Youths. 

O Tyrant love ! haft thou poflefl; 
The prudent^ Icgrn'd^ and virtuous breaft? 
Wlfdom and wit in vain reclaim. 
And arts but foften us to feel thy flame. 
VaRius withblufhes owns heloves^ 
And Brutus tenderly reproves, 
^^hy, virtue, doft thou blame deCre^ 

Which nature has impreft ? 
"Why, nature, doft thou fooneft fire 
The mild and gen'rous breaft \ 

Virgins. 
Love*s purer flames the Gods approve ; 
The Gods, and Br u t us bend to love : 
Brutus for abfent Portia fighs, 
AndfternerCAssiusmeltsat JuNiA*s eyes, 
"What is loofe love ? A wandVing fire, 
A tranfient fit of fond defire. 
J^Ut Hymen's flames like ftars unite, 

And burn for ever one; 
Cbaft^^ as cold Cynthia's virgin light^ 
Produ^ve as the fun. 
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Youths. 
What various joys on one attend, 
As (bn^ as father, husband, friend ? 
^Vhether his hoary fire he (pies, 
And finds a thoufand grateful thoughts mTCf 
Or meets his (poufe's fonder eye^ 
Or views his fmiling progeny ; 
What tender pafiions take their turns i 

What home-felt raptures move ? 
His heart now mdts, now leaps, now boms^ 

With rev'rence, hope and love. 

CHORUS OP Bo T9. 

Hence guilty joys, diftaftes, furmiles, 
Falfe oaths, falfe tears, deceits, difguifeSj 
Dangers, doubts, delays, furprizes, 

(Fires that fcorch, yet dare not fliine) 
Puieft love*s nnwafUng treafore, 
Conftant faith, fair hope, long leifbre^ 
Days of eafe,and nights of pleafure^ 

Sacred Hymen ! thefc are thine. 



Hh 
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ACT III. SCENE L 

In the fame Veflibule. 

EfiteriKVivsy Junia^Lucilius* 

Lytcilius. 

AMelTenger exprefs arrived from Rome^ 
Is entring mournfully the palace gatei t 
And, as bepafTet^ weeping all the way. 

Brutus. 
My mind forebodes; fpeak^ is my Portia well ? 

Enfer Messenger^ ivio gives a Letter to Brutus. 

she is^ Sir. 

Brutus. 
Then I hope to bear the word. 
*' My duty forces roe to fend you news, {Rjnit* 
*^ Which, tho'you needs muft know, IgrieTC towrite. 
'^ Two hundred of the nobkft rank in Rome 
** ProfcribM,andraurd€r'd: GiCero himfelf 
" Giv'n up by folfe Octa vius tohis foea." 
Good Heav'ns ! to whom do ye difpofe mankind ? 

^Drops the Letter. 
Sad fate, indeed ! So great a villainy 
Is mod furprizing, tho' 'tis done by them. \Weeps. 

JUNIA. 

Difmal indeed ! but oh my deareft brother. 
Let not your tender mind be too much touched ; 
Pradife that patience which you now have taught me. 
CAssiua is abfent^ I amdefolate^ 
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Yet Rome (you faid) mud take up all my thoughts. 

Brutus. 
And therefore 'tis for Rome I moft lament. 
At once depriv'd of her moft worthy fons ! 
Thefe fons are to be cnvy'd, not bemoan'd ; 
Mod noble fufF'rers in their country's caufe : 
Great Cicero lives ftitl, (hall live for ever; 
'While men can read, or value worth or learning. 
But Rome herfelf appears ail pale before me, 
Gufhing out tears, and wringing helplefs hands ; 
Rome^ Rome has lod her bed, her pured blood ! 

\Weeps again. 

JUNIA. 

Brutus, be chear'd : her vital parts remain ; 
In you and Cassius flows the Roman fpirit^ 
That dill infpires whole armies on her fide. 

LUCILIUS. 

'Tis nobly, truly faid ; and you, bright Junia^ 
Podefs a foul, tho' in a fofter frame. 
Lofty enough to animate ev'n them. 

Brutus. 
She does, Lucilius ; and were Portia here, 
(But I, alas ! fhall never be fo happy) 
Cassius and I (hould be but followers 
Of them in the defence of liberty. 
But oh ! my Cicero ! who fpeaks thy praife. 
Mud have a tongue like thine, beyond the bouiids 
Of Roman eloquence ; and fit to fill 
The mouth of fame with never-dying founds. 

JUNIA. 

How could Oct AVI us confent to lofe him^ 
The bed; a^ well as wifed of his friendi \ 

Hh 2 
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Brutus. 
Ambition over-eager^ checks at nothing; 
A goodly, hot a dang'rous bird of prey ; 
Flies at all game, and never to be tam'd. 
She pecksy and tears the hand on which (he fits. 
J often warn'd good Tull y of his danger ; 
But all in vain, when Heav'n will have it fb. 
Hewifh'dhimfeif with us, at Caesar's deadi. 
And heartily, I doubt not; tho' his foes 
Sttfpedted his too foft and tender nature. 

SCENE II. 

Enter fome Li ct or s, bringing in Th Eo D OTUS vitb 
them bound as a Prifoner. 

LiCTOR. 

We have difcover'd here Theodotus, 
Odious to all mankind for Pom pet's death. 

JUNIA. 

What ! he that made a formal (peech for murder ? 
And with a philofophic gravity 
San^fy'd mifchief with a rev'rend tongue ? 
The orator wants words in his own cau(e. 

Brutus. 
Speak for thyfelf; that jaftice thou (halt have* 

Thbodotus. 
Had I not often own'd my crime with tears^ 
So felf-condemn'd already ; or if Brutus 
Were not my judge, the good, the foultlefs Brutus ; 
Black tho' I now appear, and all disfigur'd 
With common prejudice; yet I might give 
Fair cofcnir to this hated, foul offence. 
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But who can (land the teft of ftriaeft jttfllce ? 
Or how can words aTail to fway the wife ? 
This wifilom and this joflice are in Bit utvs. 
So much fnperior thou to other men^ 
That at thy jadgment-feat, the greateft art 
Is ufelefs to ezcufe the finalleft fiiult. 

Brutus. 
Say boldly all diou canft. 

Thkodotus. 
Elfe^ I mig^t fay 'tis hard to be condemn'd 
For doing that, which if I had not done^ 
I might have juftly been condemn'd by thofe 
Whofummon'd me to council for their fafety, 
I thought their fafety ask'd forPoMPEv's death: 
O that I could redeem it with my own ! 
Po M p E T was greaty was good, was wife^ was valiant| 
But yet was vanquifli'd by more happy Cae s a e ; 
V7ho, had his foe been fpar'd, would foon havfc Ibewn 
A real rage, which now he but affedted. 
Could Egypt Aop the vidor of Pharfalia ? 
All we could give was but a poor reprieve, 
A hardihip worfe than deadi to minds refolv'd. 
Rome and her liberty entirely loft, 
Pom pet would have difilain'd a life precarious, 
"Which yet had coft our king and country dear. 
Would he had counfell'd, and would I had dy'd 1 
For he, who, as a Roman, died for Rome ; 
If born with us, would have advis'd for Egypt. 

JUNIA. 

With all thy guilt,howdurft thou namegreat Po upnr i 

Theodotus. 
Ev'n he was guilty once, and flew your father. 
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Yety grant Ik w^s tlie bravtfft, bed of man, 
Vi«5lorious often iti the caofe of Rome, 
While I was but a counfellor for Egypt; 
Since fame rewards his (enrice to hisconmry^ 
ShonM I bd pnnifliM for affixing mine? 

Brutus. 
If words could change the natare of ill deeds. 
Thy head would be indebted to thy tongue. 
Which, I mud needs confefs, has done its part, 
And makes my tender nature wifh thee hence, 
Out of my reach, as well as will to pnnifh. 
But here I ftand the fubftitute of Rome i 
Which with united (ighs bemoans her Pomp iir. 
And weeping waits to have hts death reveng'd. 
Thy wortblefs prince and country were too flight 
A fecrifice to Pom pet. At his feet 
Ca&sar himfelf was not too great to fall : 
Think but on that, and thou will die content. 

[Exeunt L u c i l i u s andOfficen with Theodotits. 
'Twerc barbarous toreafon with a wretch 
Long fince condemned to die by Rome's decree. 
But he was no Egyptian, as he pleaded ; 
Nor fubjcdl to that prince he fo advis'd. 

. JUNIA. 

What king or country dares be fo audacioQS 

To hurt the nieaneft Senator of Rome ? 

How then durfl any think of killing Pomps V? 

Brutus. 
Prefumptuous wickednefs ! Pompey o*ercome. 
Abandon 'd by his friends, a fugitive, 
At mercy of the meaneft, bafeft villain ; 
Yet in that loweft ebb was much too bigjli 
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For fuch a prince as Ptolb mt to reach. 
From Ptolemt, proftrate at Pompey^ ftet, 

l^ot only aid, but reverence Vas due. 

That chief efcaping, might have chang'dRofflc*gfitff; 

And the whole world had been oblig'd to £gypt^ 



SCENE in. 

Enter Lucilius. 

LvciLitrs. 

Bafe villainy it fcMom at a ftand. 
But dill proceeding on to greater mifchief: 
From milrdVing Senators at Rome, tbey nbw 
Lift theilr afplring treachery to Br utus. 
The wife Athenian^ watchful of your fafety. 
Have newly feiz*d a flave in foul di%iiiie ; 
Who on the rackco^iiefles all the crime. 
'^ Hie thee to Athens (iaid the bafe Octavivs) 
'^ And fave thy mafter, fave us all, fave Rome^ 
*' Go, purchafe feme and freedom by a blow : 
'^ Our foes are all united in that Brutus ; 
** He, he alone infpit'd the death of Gaesaa» 
" Be defperatf , be fecret, and be rich." 

Brutus. 
I pity the poor ^rt«etch ; he knows no better. 
At his return bow would bismafter grieve 
To find me fafer here than be at Rome ? 
He does but (boc^ thtfe arvdws m the air. 

l^uciLitrs. 
Except at Rom infeAed by our ioQi^ 
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Virtue like yours is ev'ry-where fecare^ 
And datms the joft protedion ofnumkinJ. 

JUNIA. 

Your life is (b important, 

Voaths quit their pleafures, (bldiers (li^t dirir pay, 

£ v'n mifers leave their wealth to watch your Sdety * 

Brutus. 
Let go the flave to tell Oct avius diis. 

LUCILIUS. 

What! fave that wretch ? 

Brutus. 

Both Cave and let him go. 
In this attempt he bat obey*d his mailer. 

£Exk LUCILIUS. 

Oh that there were no Romans worfe than he! 
This llaTe would kiU, but 'tis to get his freedom I 
But, ah i ev'n Senators are growing (laves, 
Cardefs of honour, void of honefty, 
Forgetting all their noble anoeftors, 
And ruining a glorious commonwealth ! 

Eftter Tirimvs and Lvcihiv^^ain* 

TiTINlUS. 

Gassius has (ent me herewith this reply. 
He wants that gold himfelf, which you would borrow; 
Of whichy at meeting, you (hall have account. 
Thefe letters I have brought for noble Ju N I A . 

ZJvniAgoei out nuitb the letters. 

LuciLius. 
Your legicms then muft (by till his are paid. 

Brutus. 
•Think not tbe^wocfly Lu€iLivS| ere it comes } 
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t Sardis we (hall meet by break of day. 
1 take an hour's repofe^ and then for Sardis. 
3od night to both. 

LUCILIUS. 

Reft to your noble thoughts. 

SCENE IV. 

Brutus refnaim, laid on bU couch. 

Brutus. 
'is but in vain» ileep is not to be courted, 
ig^ Boy^ the (bng that Po & t i a likes fo well, 
ul footh my thoughts with fome melodious founds. 

\^oft mufick and fong* 
an is hlmfelf an inllrument of mufick; 
t yet foroe ikiog is always out of tune, 
td ev'ry (bund we make (hews our confufion. 
hy (hould this death of Caesar trouble me? 
lijd it not for anger, or ambition ; 
t for mere honefty, and publick good ; 
ly, good to him ; for in my own opinion^ 
is better much to die, than live unjuftly, 
y fellow-citizens, n)y kindred, friends^ 
1 funk at ODce ben^th his rifing fortune. 
id ihould I tamely fufier an a&rper 
enflave mankind, bec^u(e be fmiles on me ? 
ijOndAip iiOkderd is the ipoft tempting bribe; 
t juftice (hould be UiQd to ail its beauty, 
id yet a re&leiriie(s attends (v^ deeds, 
H>' ne*er fo joft ; iTomflMllg Aa| |Mf lanwiddy, 

li 
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That fits nneafy on a gentle nature t 
J cannot ikep, unlefs I (hake it off. 

SCENE V. 

Enter a Spirit hi the Shape o/Caz s a r , full of 

4vounds, 

Sure I fleep now, or elfe my eyes delude me : 
I know 'tis fancy all ; and yet I ftagger. 
Ha ! it comes on ! What art thou ? When alive, 
Tbo* arm'd with pow'r^ adorn'd with &me and 

greatAefsy 
I fear'd thee not, becaufe thou wert unjuft ; 
But more than human now, thou fecm'ft above me! 
Speak, unknown being ! I conjure thee, (peak. 

Spirit. 
I am thy Evil Genius, Marcus Brutus, 
And have afTumM this (hape, to give thee terror. 

Brutus. 
Terror ! How cam'ft thou to know me no better ? 
Sure thou art ignorant, as well as evil. 

Spirit. 
Is murder then no crime ? 

Brutus. 

Killing is none ; 
When done not for ourfelves, but for ourcountry^ 

Spirit. 
Not for yourfelf indeed ; you ftabb'd your friend* 

Brutus. 
Friend ! Oh thoa toacheft now my tender part I 
Qh pme t)iat word 00 more I 
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Spirit. 

A friend! a friend! 

B&UTUS. 

But what*s a friend^ conipar'd with publick good ? 
Convince me, if thou can ft : oh, teach me trnth 1 
And ihew me but one glimpfe of future being. 
Of which we talk fo much, yet know fo little ! 
Di(pel thefe mi (Is that muffle poor mankind. 
And open to me all that glorious fcene ! 
Shew me where virtue fmiles and (ks enthron'd^ 
And where morality finds jud reward ; 
'Tis fure, above : for ill men profper here. 

Spirit. 
Soon at Philippi thou fhalt know it all. 

Brutus. 
Shall we then meet again ? 

Spirit. 
Yes, at Philippi. 

Brutus. 
I'll meet thee there. I'll meet thee any-where. 

[£x// Spirit. 
Now I am refblute, the ihadow flies, 
And vanifhes together with my fear. 
What hoa ! 

Enter Boy, 
My lord ! 

Brutus. 

Did you lee nothing ? 
Boy. 

No. 
Brutus. 
Nor hear mefpeak? 

li 3 



t$t THE DEATH OP 

B6V. 

Kothing at all, my lord* 
Brutus. 
Let cv'ry thing be ready for our march ; 
And call roe op, be fure, by break of day* 
Till then 111 fleep within . [Exeunt. 

THIRD ChORUS. 

0/ Roman Senators, 

I. 

DARK is the maze poor mortals tread ; 
Wifdom itfelf a guide will need : 
We little thought^ when Caesar bled. 

That a worfe Caesar would fucceed. 
And are we under fuch a curfew 
We cannot change, but for the worfe { 

II. 
With feir pretence of foreign force, 

By which Rome muft herfelf enthrall; 
Thefe, without blaflies or remorle, 

Profcribe the beft, ImpoT'rifh all. 
The Gauls themfelves, our greatefl foes. 
Could a£l no mifchiefs worfe than thofe. 

III. 
That Julius, \(dth ambitious thoughts, 

Had virtues too, his foes could find ; 
Thele equal bim in all his faults. 

But never in his noble mind. 
That free-bo^ fpiriu Ihould obey 
Wfcccheii idu> know not to fw&y I 



IV. 
Late w^fepent Ptir.ba^ jthoicf^ 

In vain bemoan fo quick a tarn. 
Hark all to Rome's united Voice I 

Better that we a while bad bomt " 
£v'n all thoie ills which moft difpleaie^ 
Than fought a cure 6rwofie-tki»tfa«iB(eale. 
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A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

A Field near PhiUp^^ wiereCAStiuz ondBKVrvf 
made the Rendezvous ef their Armks. 

Enter '^xntM^. and Officers^ 

Brutus. 

•nn* IS here that I and Gassi u s were to join : 
X What fay our fcouts ? Ig any army near ? 

Officer. 
The rifing dud difcovers their approach ; 
And fome^ impatient of fo flow a march. 
Are juft arriv'd before to meet their friends. 

£«/tfrLuciLius. 
Oy here's Lucilius, whom I fent to Cassius. 

LUCILIUS. 

Cassius, my lord, falutes the noble Brutusi^ 
And haftens to embrace him. 

Brutus. 

OLuciLiusI 
Gassius is alter'd much, or ill advis'd ; 
HaSy I am loth to fay it, done fome things 
Which do not well become fo great a man. 
But) fince he is fo near, Til (lay my cenfure, 
Andwifh to findmyjealoufymiftaken. 
Boty good Luci LI u s, how did he receive you, 
Wbeo yoo brought fHendly notice I was near ? 

LuciLius. 
^VidilbcfliSy and compliments, and great refpedl^ 
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Out-doing enemies in ceremony; 

But no familiarity tewixt us; 

Noneof that free and friendly conference 

Which "we have us*d of old : and when he nam*d yov^ 

*Twas always with fuch (et^ altered praife. 

As if the comniendation had no meaningi 

But to be told again. 

Brutui. 

' I am afraid 
Thou judged but too right: nothing is nobler 
Than firiendHiip, till it once begins to fail ; 
But then afham'd, and confcious of defed. 
It hides rtfelf \n compliment and care : 
At the firft fhock^ off fails the frail diignlfe ; 
Falfliood is fbolifh, and betrays itfelf. 
There is no art in plain and friendly truth. 
Which like the fun (hines forth by its own light. 
Violent minds fometimes make glorious (hew. 
Like gilding (hine^ equal to real gold, 
^ut in the ufage, how much difference! 
Hark ! he*s arrived ; march gently on to meet him* 

SCENE II. 
Enter Cassivs, Ac, 

Cassius. 
Embracing thus is but a thing of form ; 
For 'tis not fit that both our armies here 
{Should once fufpeA the leaft difpute between ns. 

Brutvs. 
The common caufe indeed requires our care; 
And all our difcontcnu fhould yield to that^ 



2^6 THE DEATH OF 

CA.SSIUS* 

Brutus, let as retire into my teat. 

Left here by chasoe Ibme unbecoming word 

Break out too loud. 

Brutus. 
Are we fo little mailers of ourielves i 
How can we then be fit to govern armies ? 

Cassius. 
Yoa think yourTelf above dio(e common fnulties. 

BauTua. 
The Stoicks are above unriily paiEon. 
But, fince yoa woold retire, I am content 
My fbldiers may remove bqrond thole fidds. 
LuciLius, march a little oflP this ground t 
Let your men do the like, under pretence 
Of our conferring about great affairs ; 
Indeed our greatdft ; fi»r a home difpute 
Is of more coafequence than foreign dangers* 

Cassius. 
TiTiNX us» let my forces move away 
Tp yonder plain, and leave us all alone ; 
'Tis necefTary we fhould be in private. 

{JSxeunt allf except Br utus and Cassius. 



SCENE III. 

Cassius. 
You.ask'4 me fifty talents for 3fDur le;poiis^ 
And in a ftyle as to your treafiirer. 
As if I (hould prefer yours to my own t 
Am liqbc impoa'd on thus by you I 
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Brutus. 
Sure^ Cassius little knows the force of friendfliip; 
Writing fo freely^ fhew'd my truft and kindnefs; 
He that defires a favour from a friend^ 
Does him the greateft in deGruig it. 

Cassius. 
Come, f muft tell you, over-great applaoie 
Lifts you too high. Shouldl^whokiirdev'nCAESAR^ 
Only for his exceflive pow'r and pride. 
Should I at lad fubmit thus to another? 
From a fuperior my fiars defend me ! 

Brutus. 
From a fuperior f you little know me : 
I fcarce would be fuperior to my daves^ 
Except in virtue; that is worthy pride. 

Cassius. 
Then think not. Sir, of being above me. 

Brutus. 
I wi(h I were not, by thefe weak fu^iciont. 
What I jealous of a friend ? It moves my pity. 

Cassius. 
Pity! Ifcomit. 

Brutus. 
Scorn your rage, that moves it. 
My pity is not, ought not, to be flighted: 
'Tis like the kind compaflion of a parent, 
Full of concern, and free from all contempt^ 
Rather deferves your thanks than your reproach* 

Cassius. 
My thanks! for what? for domineering o'er me? 

Brutus. 
Yet reafon has foxneright to govern paflioo» 

Kk 
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G4SSIU8. 
BiiUTVS) you have an over-ruling way, 
Which, nnder coknir of a patient calmnefs^ 
Expedts compliance with your gentle temper. 
But I fee thro* it. 

Brutus. 
See ! your padion Uinds ydo* 
Gassius. 
You have no paffion, yet provoke another's* 

Brutus. 
. Is it provoking to inform a brother 
Of faults no other dares prelbme to tell hliaf 
And yet mod necefl^yhc fhould know ? 
Your troops have done mM difmal ontfages; 
Forc'd harmlefs wretches from their native boffleSy 
Slighted the widows anct the orphans tears^ 
Gathered their kft remains with greedy gripe;^ 
That which poor fwains had kbour'd for whole yearSi 
Is in one moment plim<kr]d by' your ioldSiery. 
This finks oar caafe, which ro^at firll: fy gloiibill;^ 
Shall we^ who foar'd fo high in reputation, 
And open'd ev'ry mouth in our jud ptfaite^ 
Kow on a fudden fall to dhre oppreflion ? 
Shalt we at hft puH dbwn ^h oor own hands 
That lofty fohrick of weil-founcfcd hdaOW i 

Gassius. 
Am I to anfirer for it ? 

BufUTtrs. 
W5th yotfr fame ; 
That flAndsesepos^dto evVyjaft rnan^s cenl^Kf. 

Givs^ius; 
Co on no morej.IwiS no- longer hnw 'Pt^ 
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Brutus. 
By Heav'n you fliall hear all ; then do your word. 
Dare I not fay whatever you dare adl ? 
Am I not equally concerned wkh you 
In this great war for freedom of our country ? 
Yet muft not tell whatever hurts our caufe ? 

Cassius. 
Tempt me no farther. Sir; you may repent it. 

Brutus. 
Tempt not you me with all your furious Ioo)(8 ; 
I am above your threats, and can look down 
Both on yourielf and them. 

Cassius. 
Were it not for the caufe we have in hand, 
I wou'd not bear this heap of injuries, 

Brutus, 
I injure 1 Where is that unlucky man 
Who can with reafon make complaint of me i 
If any, 111 acJcnowle4ge it with fhame. 
The man who wrot:^8 his meaned adverfory. 
Exalts his enemy above himfelf. 
And can you think that I could injure Cassius, 
My brother^ and my friend ? 

Cassius. 

If hearing lyes 
With greedy ears, and foon believing them ; 
If mifinterpreting whatever I do, 
And reprefenting things in fouled colours, 
Can be cali'd wronging, wb^ was e*er fo wrong'd ? 

Brutus, 
If I have (aid one word that founds unkindly, 
My tongue ht9 flipp'd, and quite deceiv'd my lieart, 

Kk 2 
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That melts like wax before yonr hotted anger. 
Behold my tears for having fo much vex'd you. 

Cassius. 
"What fays my Br u t u s ? Speak that word again : 
Am I ndt then fo full, (6 fi]]l of faults ? 

Brutus. 
It was my frailty to prefume fo much. 

Cassius. 
And mine to be fufpicious of my Br utus. 
All (hall be mended. 

Brutus. 

But can you forghrc 
Too (harp expreflionsy tho' with kind intent ? 

Cassius. 
So kind intent, I own the obligation. 
Ko man but Brutus durd have fpoke fb boldly ; 
No man but Brutus would have (poke fo kindly. 

Brutus. 
Oh ! Cassius, nothing but the tender'ft friendfhipi 
And when I thought it for the publick good^ 
Gould have embolden'd me to cenfure you. 

Cassius. 
Embrace me clofe, and witnefs how my heart 
Leaps up tranfported with this fudden change. 

Brutus. 
It was an eager argument indeed, 
But ends as it (hould do between fuch friends. 
Relenting nothing but their country's wrongs. 
Methinks good fpirits hov'ring all around us. 
Should to the world proclaim our happy union, 
Now, while our enemies combine in mifchief. 
Thus firmly join'd, we'll firfl be conquerors. 
Then make all Rome contented as ourfelves. 
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S G E N E IV. 

Enter LvciLivs and Tnivivs. 

Cassius. 

Come in^ Lucilius ; welcome, goodTiTiliiOS# 

Let us confult of our necef&ties. 

And manage well this laft important (take. 

Brutus. 
The (late is thus at Rome: my letter mention! 
Full fifty fenators^ with thoufands more^ 
ISewly profcribM; and Cicero is one. 

Cassius. 
Cicero one! that talking friend ofCABSARl 
OcTA vius has well paid him for his pains ; 
May ill men ever ufe each other (b. 

Brutus. 
Oh ! gently cenlure ev'n a foe when dead. 
See, Cassius, here the curfe of over-cantion. 
The wary walker, who miftrufts too mnch, 
Treads not fo firm, but faintly, and fo (himbles : 
Thus TuLLY fell, by too much fear of falling. 

Cassius. 
But Antony and youngOcTAvius 
Are marching hither with a mighty force : 
The ufelefs Le pi d u s is left at Rome. 

Brutus. 
The queftion is, whether we had not beft 
Hade on, with anger bent againft oar foes^ 
Rather than tamely wait thdr bold aflault, 

Cassius. 
I am for (laying here: my reafon this; 
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Sd long a march muft weary out our (Irengdi^ 

Which reft will give us here. Let them come on, 

Andy tir'd with toil, expofe their bending bodies 

Under our lufty anas, vigorous and firefh: 

Befides, in this we take the ftouteft part; 

For refb^ut^ expe&ing certain danger 

Shews the moft fettled courage; while the coward 

Runs often fiercely on to (hun bis fear, 

And fwallow down in hafte the bitter draught* 

BauTus. 
Some reafons have a ftrange fallacious force; 
Juft as the pleafing colours us'd by artifts 
Delude the very fight. But, in my judgment, 
It tires our army more to tarry here. 
Opinion is the fpul of ev'ry adion ; 
Keep but that up, that keeps up all the reft : 
And 'tis maintain'd by marks of relblution. 
By rufhing on the foCy forcing to fight, 
Kot ling'ring here behind with flacken'd vigour. 
We muft depend upon our zeal and caufe. 
And therefore in hot blood (hall do it beft. 
If once we cool, their furer difcipline 
Will foon prevail againft our new-rais'd force. 
The hearts of all our foldiers now are fet 
On fierce encountring, all their rage infiam'd ; 
There's nothing wanting but to draw their fwords. 
And down goes tyranny, to rife no more. 
Can we fit ftill, and paufe with fuch a thought i 
So near a glorious deed there's no repofe ; 
Impatience n^akes unquiet expedlation, 
And eager nature can allow no reft. 
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CAS8IVS. 

You (hall prevail ; we'll let 'etn bRft refrefli^ 
And then we'll cWge the fee* 

Brutes. 
Let us embrace ; and^ oh ! my dear^ iirrothei'. 
This quarrel fhall but make us better friends. 



FOURTH CHOIttrl 



Of Roman Soldiers. 



OUR vows thus chearfedly ^9ft fiii^/ 
While martial mtxfick fires oor btdod: 
Let all the neighboring echoes ril^ 

With clamours for otfr cotial^» gboi#l 
Andy for reward, of the juft Gods we claim 
A life with freedom, or a death with &me. 

May Rome be freed from war's alarms^ 
And taxes heavy to be borne; 

May (he beware of foreign arms. 

And fend them back with noble Icorn. 
And, for reward, &c. 

May fhe no more confide in friends, 
Who nothing farther underflood^ 

Than only, for their private ends, 

To wafle her wealth, and fpill her blood. 
And, for reward, &c. 
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Oar Senators^ great Jove, retrain 

From private piques, they prudence call; 
From the low thoughts of little gain^ 
And hazarding the loiing alL 
And^ for reward, &c. 

The (hining arms with hade prepare. 

Then to the glorious combat Ay ; 
Oar minds undogg'd with farther care^ 
Except to overcome or die. 
And, for reward, &c. 

They fight, oppreffion to increa/e ; 
We, for our liberties and laws : 
It were a fin to doubt faccefs, 

"When freedom is the noble caufe. 
And, for reward, of the juft Qods we claim 
A life with freedom^ or a death with fame. 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 

ne Field ofPhilippu 

Brutus, Cassius, Lucilius and Titinius^ with 
other officers, at the Head of their army. 

Enter V a R i U s haftily. 

Varius. 

PROPITIOUS ftars favour our caufc already. 
Behold! a heedlefs party of Oct a vi us, 
Haft'ning too faft, is fall'n within our ambufh; 
And we may cut them off without defence. 

Cassius, 
Fall on 'em inftantly. 

Brutus. 
Hold, Cassius, hold. 
And (pare your fellow- citizens at mercy. 

Cassius. 
The death of thefe will make the day our own. 

Brutus. 
'Twill rather make the reft more defperate. 
Confider, Cassius, they are Romans all. 

Cassius. 
So much the worfe, fighting againft their country. 

Brutus. 
Alas ! they do but follow wicked leaders, 
And are our countrymen, with all their faults ; 
Kindred^ nay friends; perhaps, to thee or me. 

L 1 
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Cassius. 
Thy tender nature will undo us all. 

Brutus. 
Good Cassius, let me over-rule in this, 
And you in all things elfc (hall govern me. 
Order our foldiers not to kill a man, [To LuciLius. 
But feize them gently, as your future friends. 
Oh! Cassius, what a plcafure'tis to (ave 
Romans from falling in a fliameful caufe ! 

Cassius. 
I can no longer contradidt my Brutus, 
Your mercy is fo moving; yet I own 
This battle never was approv'd by mc : 
For I would ne'er have ventured at one bioW 
So great a flake as all our liberties ; 
But rather have prolonged th' important war. 
I ufe to (light prefages; but of late, 
My mind, I know not how, foreboding ill. 
Spite of my reafon, feels a drooping fadnefs. 
And by its gloomy light forefees misfortune. 

Brutus. 
In fuch a caufe it were a fault to fear ; 
£lfe, Cassius, I might have fome fancies too. 
For Caesar's ghoft appear'd to me laft night, 
At all his gaping wounds breathing revenge; 
And when I would have reafon'd with it, vani(k*d. 

Cassius. 
Alas ! good Br utus, what can be in that. 
But an effedl of melancholy fumes ? 
A dark and difmal pidlure lively drawn 
By dreaming fancy, tho' we think we wake ? 
Our (edl believes no fpirits; if there be. 
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At leaft, if they are fuch as Plato fancies, 
Thofe purer beings, who behold our caufe^ 
Thofe Demi-Gods will fure encourage virtue, 
And give their fellow-creatures jufl affiftance. 
Thus, in the midft of flaughter we (hall find 
Ten thoufand airy legions on our fide, 
Sent to our aid, as Heav'n's auxiliaries. 

E/Jter Lu c 1 L I u s , 'wif/j an Officer of the other Army. 

LUCILIUS. 

My lord, your gen'rous orders were obcy'd. 
And fee the juft fuccefs ! This worthy tribune, 
Won by your mercy to thofe other foldiers. 
Is come to join us with a valiant band. 
Vowing they never will be foes toBRUTus* 

Officer. 
Such virtue needs no army to (lipport it; 
It vanquifhes beyond the reach of force. 
And makes our very minds yield due fubmiffion, 

Brutus. 
Submiffion only fhould be paid to Heav'n, 
And I mud blufh to hear it from a Roman. 
"We fcarce have in this little fpan of life 
Sufficient time for exercife of virtue ; 
We fhould do ill to lofe the leafl: occafion. 
Let all his cohort charge with our chief legioiu 
Such a defertion is a timely fervice. 

Officer. 
Your approbation is our higheft aim : 
And this day we'll deferve it. 

Brutus. 

'Tis not doubted: 
LI a 
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Your coantry's freedom will excite year valoar. 

Let him have rank among our chief commanders. 

[Exit Officer nuith V a R i u s and Ti T i n i vs. 

SCENE IL 
Manent Ca ss i us and Br utus. 

Cassius. 
The fight is well begun, mofl noble Brutus: 
And may the red be ftill ^o favourable. 
That we may lengthen out our lives to age, 
In all the peaceful joys of love and friendihlp. 
But, fince the chance of war is mod uncertaiO| 
*Tis wifdoro to provide againft the worft : 
V^hich is, our parting, if we lofe the battle, 
Kever to meet again : in fuch a cafe 
What is my deareft friend refolvM to do ? 

Brutus. 
I am, alas ! fo weary of a world, 
All full of faults and follies, I would leave it : 
But that to me it feems a want of fpirit 
To fhrink from life for fear of future ill. 
•Tis to diftruft the juftice of the Gods, 
Or elfe their powV; and is, in my opinion, 
Not courage, but a bold dilguife for fear. 
Wi^ patience arm'd, I'll bear the blows of fortune. 

Cassius. 
Then, dcareft Brutus, you can be content 
To wear a chain ; nay, what is yet much worie, 
To fee great Rome as much a flave as you i 

Brutus. 
O never, never come that fetal day ! 
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The very found offends. Oh! you have nam'd 
The only thing, ye Gods ! I cannot bear. 
When-e'er ye fend that fummons, 'tis my laft. 
And therefore, left we ne'er fhould meet again^ 
Here let us take our everlailing leave. 

Cas^ius. 
For ever, and for ever, ferewel, Bk (7tus 1 
After this famous day we (hail be vidlors, 
Or eUe beyond the fenfe of bang vanquUb'd. 

B«VTU8, 

For ever, and for ever, farewel, Cassius ! 
* Twill be with pleafure if we meet hefeafter ; 
If nor, this parting is our greateft pftin. 

S G E N E m. 

Juft as Cassius is going off^ enter Tjtinius haftily^ 

and flops him. 

TiTINIUS. 

The army of Marc-Antony appears, 
Fearlefs, and forward to attempt your camp. 

Cassius. 
Suie, 'tis impofGble : tho' brave to raflmefs, 
He is a foldier of too great experience ; 
I cannot hope for fuch a fault in him* 
'Tis fafer to beftride the angry ocean, 
^^4un offer to aflault a Roman camp. 
We'If^fbon corred this infblent Antonius, 
And chifh the bold attempt. \E7iit C A S a t vs« 

A dargf is founded. 
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Re-enter Cassius, 'with Titimius, Pindakus 

and other Officers^ 

Gassius. 
Their profp'rous raflmefs terrifies oar men. 
Who never fear*d before : I doubt all's loft ; 
The liberty of Rome is gone for ever, 
ril perifti with it, or redeem the day. 
TiTi MI us, oh ! make hafte, fly tow'rd tfaofe troops ; 
Difcover quickly if they are our friends. 

Exit TiTimm. 
Go, PiNOARUS, get on the rifing ground, 
(My fight, thob know'ft^ is fliort) and take a viev 
Quite round the field. 

Pin DkfiVigoes up the Hilly then calls to Cassius. 

PiNDARUS. 

Hoa, my good lord ! 

Cassius. 
What now? 

PiNDARUS. 

Ti TIN! us is feiz'd on by the foe. 

Cassius. 
Oh, he is taken, and they (hout for joy. 

[Ca s s iu s goes alfo to vienu. 
Come down, come down ; 
Oh, I have liv'd to fee my heft fHend loft ! 
And by my own procurement ! Pindarus, 
I took thee prisoner once, and fpar*d thy life ; 
All the return I ask, is, now take mine. 

[PiNDARUS turns away weepir^. 
I am thy general^ and mafter too; 
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Yet I have us'd thee as becomes a fiiencl s 

A friend will not deny my laft requeft. 

Kill me with this ; with this I flew the tyrant. 

f C A s s I u s prefents hm hh dagger. 

PiNDARUS. 

Isthereneceflity? 

Cassius. 
Thou fee'ft there IS, 
Difpatch it quickly^ while I turn my face. 
Then farewel, worthy Cassius. 

[PiNDARUS kills himfelf. 
Cassius. ^ 
What^ gone before me ? Did I need example ? 
Fof fhame now Cassius, do thy own lad work ; 
PiNDARUS leads the honourable way. 

\Falls on bUfmord, 

SCENE IV. 

I 

jj/r/fr TiTiNius, meeting one ^CassiusV Officers 
jufl entring at the other door. 

TiTINIUS. 

Brutus with chearful news greets CaiusCassius; 
Andy having broke the forces of Octavius^ 
Is hading hither to relieve his friend. 

Officer. 
Alas ! he comes too late, fee there lies Cassius ! 

Enter Br u t u s tuith Officers. 

Brutus. * 

Is Cassius on the ground^ O my dear friend! 

[Rum to Qk^sivt. 
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I came to fill tby can with pleafing news | 
Bot fach a fight hat .tnrn'd my joy to gri^. 

CA3SIUS. 

What ! has my feeble hand made me be taken i 
Is Gassius to become the fcornof Antony? 

[I^fiffg a little J believing it to be An tovt* 
Brutus. 
Rather the grief of ev'ry worthy Roman. 
What coried hand has ilain my deareft friend ? 

Gassius. 
What dolhear^andfise? Is Brutus there? 
A pris'ner too ? ' 

Brutus. 
The Gods forbid that, Gassius ! 
Look up and fee thy mournful friend vidtorions. 

Gassius. 
Have you then fav*d the liberty of Rome ? 
I ask no more^ and die with full content. 
But yet I leave my Junia behind : 
Ohj ftill be tender of that bed of women ! 
In being kind to her^ remember me. 

[Dies in his arms. 
Brutus. 
Remember thee ! Who can forget thy worth ? 
With a dead friend, difputes are all forgot^ 
And what is tender takes up all the mind ; 
Grief only thinks on that which moft promotes it : 

[Turns to bis Officers, 
And oh ! I long to give my forrow vent ; 
^t our dear country now claims all my care. 
Simimon our (bldiers, that I may with praife 
Xi^ vp that fpirit which has fir'd their (buls* 
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[Enter a confufed- Multitude of Soldiers^ 
Mail, (eliow-foldiers, wQrtby of tl\at caufe 
For which you fight To well. Your actions pad 
Urge you to more : Be your own great example. 
On far unequal terms thefe armies meet ; 
They fight to make ambition tyranny. 
And theinfelves (laves \ their vid'ry is their ruin* 
But if for ^his one day you can fubmit 
To one who but comniands you for your fakes ; 
(Now proud to lead, while you are pleas'd to follow) 
You ev'ry one fhall be a conqueror, 
And equal to your general, who feelh 
No other triumph but his country's freedom. 
End but that WQrl^, and then to foreign wars. 
There's no man here, but may by merit hope 
To lead an army, and have me his foldier. 

Acclamations of Applaufe, 

Let prodigal ANTPNit;s promife treafures, 
Wrench'd from hard hands of wretched lab'ring fwains. 
Who lift them up fo Heav*n to call down vengeance. 
I can out-bid him, fpite of all his riches : 
Hark to the pleafing found ! 'tis liberty ! 
That only nam'dj I need to fay no more. 

\E%eunt Soldiers Jhoutifig, 

S C E N E V. 

A Trumpet founds mournfully, 

Brutus. 
Silence thole difinal notes for Cass i us' death ; 
There is no need of founds to raife true forrow ; 

M m 
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And it will chear the foe to hear us mourn. 
Oh C A s s I u s ! what a lofs art thoa to Rome f 

[Stooping donun to the dead bod^. 

Trumpet founds again mournful. Enter Vakivs. 

Varius, 
'Tis with a trembling hand I (hew thefe letters; 
Your grief for C a s s i u s ^ will, alas ! be loft : 
Like rivers in the ocean, fwallow'd up 
In fadder news. 

Brutus. 
Speak, is my Portia well? 
"What ! make no anfwer ? then 'tis fo indeed. 
In faying nothing, thou hafl told me all. 

Varius. 
Here is the fad account. 

[Holds the Letter to Brutus. 

Brutus. 
Oh, read it, read it. 

Varius. 
*' Varius, I muft unwillingly inform you, 

[Reading, 
^^ That Po R T I a , grieving for her husband's abfence, 
*' Had mourn'd herfclf into a raging fever; 
*' In which, bccaufe (he fancy'd he was dead, 
*' She (none fufpefting) fwallowM burning coals, 
** So dy'd with mournful clamours for her Brutus." 

Brutus. 
Enough, enough. O ye immortal Gods ! 
1*11 not complain of you, but of myfelf; 
For, fure I am the very worft of men, 
Since you think fit to make me the mod wretchf d. 
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How all my tears are on a fudden (lopt ! 
Something I feel within^ that weighs me down ; 
And I muft Gnk. 

Varius. 
Good Sir^ be comforted. 
Brutus. 
Oh never, never. 

Had*ft thou beheld her with my weeping eyes. 
When tenderly we took our lateft leave ; 
How her love pleaded, and her beauty m6v*d; 
When, all diffolv'd in grief, her mournful looks 
She fix'd on mine I Oh never talk of comfort. 
Comfort I dear Por t i a, if I ever feek it. 

May then ^alas 1 I cannot curfe myfelf, 

Heav'n knows, I am akeady fo unhappy. 

Enter L u c i L i u s haftily. 

LUCILIUS. 

The enemy once more is coming on : 
Antony leads them out of C a s s i u s' camp, 
And gathers, as he goes, the large remains 
of the new- routed army of Oc t a v i u s. 
I'll do my bed to flop them in their march. 

Brutus. 
Antonius, and hisarmy ! Alas! Varius, 
What's that, or vidlory itfelf, to me ? 

Varius, 
Bat yet our country (hould not be forgotten. 

Brutus. 
Oh ! no: I'll bear about this heavy heart: 
Yet, when I Aruggle mod, It weighs me down. 

Mm 2 
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VARFtJS. 

But where is, Sir, yonr wonted refUution ? 

Brutus. 
Gone, Varius, gone for ever with my Port ia, 

Varius. 
Then, farewcl all the Liberty of Rome ! 

Brutus. 
The liberty of Rome! The thonght tjf Aat 
Has rous*d me up — Yetoncfigh moteforPoRlriA— 
Rome yet fhall have my cares : But Oh ! my frieiid^ 
May this be the laft battle amohg R^nnttts ! 
It grieves my (bul to fee thisciVil (kra^ter. 
Fain I would Kve to leave my country fire, 
And with my dying eyes bdiold her profjjdr. 
Elfe I have done too much; and Caesar's death 
Too (harp a med*cine, if it does not cure. 
*Twas cutting off a limb ev'n from myfclf. 
And, oh ! I now begin to feel the maim. 
But 'tis too late, and we mufl now look forwards--' 
Command our men to fpread oi> boA the wings. 
Left they encompafs us with greater numbers : 
The troops we routed ofOcTAVius 
Will hardly have the heart to rally more. ^Exeunt, 

j4fter they have founded a Battle for fome time^ 
enter L u c i l i u s and another Officer. 

LUCILIUS. 

All's loft ! Ambition triumphs over virtue. 

Officer. 
•Tis not our fault, but fate*s : Did we not charge 
With fiercenefs fit to fight for all the world i 
Ya% ffl otir d^m %e flimg away defpis'd^ 
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Uncertain weapons of remoter w^r, 
And rufh'd on nearer with the forer fword ; 
As if each common foklier were a Bru t u s, 
Rome at their hearts, and glory in their minds. 

LuCILltJS. 

But what is valour, when fo overmatch'd 
By elder troops, and much fuperior nomben ? 
Yet no one yielded, whik ten thoufand dy>l( 
Each caird for death as faft as e'er he fell, 
And (till by ill-tim'd pity was refos'd, 
We only fought to die, and they to (kve us : 
"Which Brutus then perceiving, left tbeMd> 
And fled not from their fury, but their ittercy. 

Enter Ventidius witlf a Company of Soldiers 9 

Ventidius, 
Purfue them clofe,and on your Mves (pare Brutxts. 

LuciLius. 
Stop then your chace, and lead me to ANtoNitrs. 
I might have Tcap'd, but Bruttts fcorns to fly. 

Soldier. 
He's taken, he is taken. 

[They give a great Shout y and carry out Lucilkus^ 
nub^n they fuppofe to he Bkvtvs, 

[^Exeunt Omneu 

S G E N E VT. 

EnterBKVTvs, andTiTiviivs, with Jbme Officers 

Brutus. 
Ye\5rorthy few, who with unufual faith 
Quit not a frieftd whom fbxtone has ferfaken ; 
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Reft your tir'd bodies on this bank a while: 
"Where like a (hipwreck'd merdiant I appear. 
Gathering the dear remains of my loft finrtunes. 

Officer. 
Oh^ who can judge the coancils of the Gods ? 

[They aUJk down. 
Bdiold^ the beft of men is made a prey 
To boandlefs wildnefs^ and unjoft ambition* 

B&UTUS. 

That wild ambition but too often proipers: 

Yet fare the Gods know better far than we. 

How to difpofe the ruling of mankind. 

If they will have (which yet (eems wondrous flnuDge) 

Injuftice to fucceed^ and virtue fufter ; 

Our part is only to fubmit with rev'rence. 

'Tis time, 'tis time that Rome (hould be at reft. 

1 Officer. 

[He iviijpers each of them. 
Not for the world. 

2 Officer. 

The mighty Gods forbid ! 

3 Officer. 
May my hand wither firfl ! 

I Officer. 

What did he whilper ? 

3 Officer. 
He earneftly entreated me to kill him. 

X Officer. 
He movM the fame to me. 

TiTINIUS. 

How is that noble foul o'erwhelm'd with anguifh, 
I^ot for his own, but for his country's ruin ! 
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Brutus. 
RomanSi for fhame (hew not fuch childifh pity. 
Think you I am (b fond of painful life, 

[He rifes haftifym 
That my faint hand fhould tremble at my cure ? 
Why then refufe to do this lad good office, 
"Which I, for want of friends, muft do myfelf ? 
Nay, if my life could yet but fervc my country, 
Tho* rack'd with griefs, the very hopes of that 
Would, like firong cordials, force me to endure it. 
But lawlefs empire rules ! what then remains 
But deat%, Of; worfe than deat||^ ignoble bondage i 
Which if my ibul can ne'er fu^mit to bear, 
Pardon, good Heav'n, my not enduring life 

On fuch a-hard condition ! Sacred virtue 1 

Thou Deity that all the good adore ! 
Why hafl thou caft me off, and giv'n fuccefs 
To thy own foes, and mine ? I follow'd thee 
Ey*n thro' the blood of Caesar, whom I lov'd. 
And who lovM me. Ye powr*s immortal ! know 
V/ith what a heavy heart, and troubled mind, 
I helpM my country by fo harfh a means : 
But I mod gladly make thee this amends— 

[Caesar's Ghofl appears and vanijhes» 
Oh Caesar, Caesar! Therefore reft appeas'd ; 
I did not kill thee half fo willingly. [Kilb himfelf. 

£«/^r Antony, Dolabella,Ventidius,&c. 

Antony. 
The blow is giv'n, and we are come too late. 

[A great Shout of Soldiers bringing //7 LuciLius. 
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Soldier. 

RewardS|and triumph ! wc have brought yooBRUTHtj 

LuciLius. 
No, Antony : the Gods forbid that Brutus 
Should ever be a pris'ner ! by alTuming 
His name, 1 here have (lopp'd their hot purToit. 

Antony. 
This is notB&uTUs,but a worthy prize: 
For you have brought afriend, and not a fo^« 
Youth, I admire thy virtue ; be to me, 
As thon haft been to him who now lies there. 

[Lu ciLi u s flartsyfees the Body of BrutuS| 
and kneels down hy if. 
Oh Br UT u 8, 1 am rohb'd of half my triumph % 
To thy rooft gen'rous foul I ow'd my life. 
And fain I would have taken Idnd revenge ; 
For, Vis a debt lies heavy on me now. 
Rife, worthy Roman, do not mourn in vain. 

[LuciLius rifeu 

LUCILIUS. 

Yield all ye heroes of immortal name, 
Whofe fhining mifchiefs only raife your fame: 
If pubiick virtue well be underftood, 
Here lies the greateft man that e'er was good. 

DOLABELLA. 

Yet the juft Gods a righteous judgment fend; 
He lov'd his country, but he kill'd his friend. 



THE END. 
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